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\^ So long thou hast been gone. Men call thee dead, 

% And lay their flowers upon what thou wert, 

Sometime remembering, saying as they pass, 
** Here lies a man who gave no man a hurt.'* 

But it is joy to us who loved thee most, 
To feel that somewhere still thy soul must know; 
Thou wert so close in life, in death thy word 
Abides with us and follows where we go. 

Amidst uncertainties and cares we pause. 
And question each of each the way to go; 
Until one speaks and brings a peace to all, — 
*' This way is best, for he would have it so.*' 

And as of old we eager came to thee, 
To prove our skill, to test our childish art. 
To lay our simple treasures at thy feet, 
The votive offering of a loving heart. 

So I would bring you these. Some thou hast loved; 
For some thine eye hath glowed, thy voice had praise ; 
And some have sprung, unblessed, beside the way. 
Since thou hast left us and our quiet days. 
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LOVE SONGS AND 
BUGLE CALLS 



FLORIDA LOVE SONG 

OVER the rush of the brown reedy grasses, 
Shadows are shimmering, shading along. 
Down in the hush of the green marshy 
passes, 
Echoes the trill of the troubadour's song — 
" Sweetheart ! Sweetheart I Sweetheart I 
Come ! Come I Come I " 

Breezes have swooned with the pelf that they 

carried, 
Sweeping the petals of orange a-bloom; 
Beauty is bride, and her handmaids have tarried, 
Scattering guerdons, for love is the groom. 
" Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
Come I Come ! Come ! " 

Purple the haze, where the sun-light is drifting, 
Turn of the tide and the doze of the day, 
Save where the long notes of melody lifting, 
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Cleave through the green of the blossoming bay. 
" Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
Come! Come! Come!" 

Drunken the bees that at even, returning, 
Pour out the gold of a mid-winter May, 
Winging their way through an after-gloW; burn- 
ing, 
Palpitant, thrilling, with love for a lay. 
'' Sweetheart ! Sweetheart I Sweetheart ! 
Come ! Come ! Come ! " 

Down in the shade of the jasmine, she listens — 

• 

Silent and shy is thy brown-breasted she — 
Drinking the dew from the bud as it glistens, 
Listens, unheeding, and waiting for thee. 
** Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
Come! Come! Come!" 

Love bids thee Godspeed — the world loves a 

lover — 
Leave not the spell to the whippoorwiirs pain ; 
Down from the highest palmetto, thou rover I — 
Red-throated troubadour, call her again — 
" Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! Sweetheart ! 
Come ! Come ! Come ! " 



When Love is Dead 



WHEN LOVE IS DEAD 

TT THEN love is dead, draw thou the lattice 
^^ close, 
Shut out the world with all its blare and din ; 
Rain down the petals of the faded rose, 
Lest pity enter in. 

When love is dead, weave thou a checkered pall 
Of broken promises and faith unkept, 
And in the twilight when the soft dews fall. 
Thy heart shall know Love wept. 

The bee shall drown his homely, humming note 

Upon thine ear, until thy day shall pass ; 

The woodbird shall reproach thee from the 

moat. 
And things that throng the grass. 

A little child shall look with wondering eye 
Into thine own, and greet thy smile with tears ; 
A butterfly with ghostly wings shall die. 
And haunt thee through the years. 
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THEY SAID THAT LOVE WAS 

BLIND 

THEY said that Love was blind, — alacka- 
day! — 
Then strung the lute with heartstrings soft with 

tears ; 
And Love was blind, but thoughtless man and 

maid 
Forgot that Love had ears. 

They said that Love was blind and let him play 
With apple blossoms^ sifted through the years ; 
And now each kindred petal in the spring 
Breathes what Love hears. 



OPTIM 

THOUGH snowy peaks may cap my day, 
I know somewhere that vines are twining ; 
Though storms and lightnings 'round me play. 
Deep in my soul the sun is shining. 

Though teardrops from mine eyelids start, 
I know the world bows not in sorrow ; 
I would not have it weep, — my heart 

May wake in gladness on the morrow. 
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Love Divine, keep thou my land, - 
My heritage of soul, — enfold it ; 

1 know that when I reach my hand; 
A Father's hand is there to hold it. 



WHITE VIOLETS 

YOU gave me flowers when we met, 
White violets, white violets, 
And in their hearts the evening dew 
Hung trembling like the tears of vain regret. 

I gave a rosebud, red and sweet. 

For violets, white violets, — 

The drooping head had broke its stem, 

And fell in blushing beauty at your feet. 

You gave a promise when we met. 

Ah ! violets, white violets, 

I gave you silence, for the heart 

Had drifted through the springtide dew and wet. 

The years grow aged all too soon. 

Sweet violets, white violets, — 

'Mid withered buds and broken hearts, 

Half mournfully, like toothless hags they croon. 

You kept a promise, and I keep 
Your violets, white violets, — 
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My silence lives, but bitter sweet, 

It lies beneath the winter's snow asleep. 

My heart's closed petals did not ope, 

Like violets, white violets, — 

It is a nun, and in its cell, 

It may not light a lover's lamp with hope. 

The world is wider than we knew. 

And violets, white violets, 

Come back each spring to kiss the earth. 

And sometime, for thy heart will bloom anew I 

Say not thy life's hope sadly fell 

'Mid violets, dead violets, — 

In springtime seek the grave of years. 

Then lay upon the nunheart's cell the asphodel. 



WHERE'ER THOU ART 

WHERE 'ER thou art, my heart shall know 
thy tone. 
As silent string will feel the tensioned bow; 
Whether in sunshine or in shade, alone. 
Thy soul shall speak mine, and my soul will 
know. 

For we have plucked the golden Eden tree, 
Where tempter never breathed, nor woman fell ; 



Old Letters 



Together joy has come to you and me, — 
Together we have drained the lees of hell. 

Where'er thou art, thy string the chord must 

give 
Unto the bow, that is my quivering soul ; 
Dark comes, life fades, but Love, ah ! God ! 

shall live. 
To shame defeat, to quicken at the goal. 



OLD LETTERS 

^ADED and old is the ribbon, 
Blue once, as azure-lit skies, 
Breaking in twain with untying, — 
A truce held to Time as he flies. 



F 



Breathing of rue and rosemary, 
And lavender pressed in the leaves ; 
Yellowed and mellowed, — love's dreaming. 
Tied in the long garnered sheaves. 

What is the harvest they bring us, 
Flotsam of life and the years — 
Kissed by the dust in their sleeping, 
Bathed in love's sunshine and tears? 
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A verse from a laurel-crowned poet, 
A garland of faith to the fair, 
A petal from roses that shattered, 
A curl of a baby's bright hair ; 

A tale of a ball in its season, 
A scrap of a gown that was worn, 
A confidante's news of a heartbreak, 
A lover's page, tattered and torn ; 

A child's painful hand that was guided 
To trace out its first words of love ; 
A message of birth and of sorrow; 
A bridal song, sealed with a dove. 

So they flutter and drift from their moorings, 
Like white thoughts that quiver and shine ; 
Dropped deep in the heart of forever, — 
The past that was thine and is mine. 

Ay, ashes of roses, I scatter 

Your memories, ever the same ; 

Ay, ashes of roses, old letters, 

I lay your white hearts in the flame ! 
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A-KNITTING CALEB'S SOCK 

THE wheel is in the corner, 
The spinning is all done, 
The treading of the loom is hushed 
Against the set of sun. 

The back log burns and crackles, 
As the autumn breezes sigh. 
And the leaves that laughed in summer 
Tap the vrindow, whirling by. 

And I sit here, thinking, thinking. 
In the shadow, while I rock, 
A-weaving dreams from out the past, 
A-knitting Caleb's sock. 

The creeper, burned to scarlet. 

Drops its trumpet like a torch, 

And the white rose, drooped and shattered, 

Weeps its dead leaves on the porch. 

All too soon, the autumn hoarfrost . 
Gives its kiss of death and gloom. 
All too soon, the winter snowflakes 
Come to bleach the crimson bloom ! 
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But I sit here, by the hearthstone; 
All alone, and softly rock, 
A-weaving dreams from out the past, 
A-knitting Caleb's sock. 

We are old, for time has proved it, 
We are gray, the shadows fall 
Softly on the lengthened pathway, 
For the shadows come to all. 

Like from springtime, both together, 
Life has led from steep to steep. 
To the level field of harvest. 
Nigh the solemn gates of sleep. 

But the good Lord of the harvest 
Gives the sun, as well as rain. 
And we prize the joyous heartbeats, 
In that we have known the pain. 

And sometimes I look at Caleb, 
And Caleb looks at me. 
And we smile and see the halo 
Of the youth that used to be. 

We forget we *re old and feeble. 
That the fledglings all have flown, 
And save the pair that builded, 
The old nest 's all alone I 
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Progression 



And we kneel down in the twilight, 
And we pray, as Caleb can — 
For two, we gave unto the Lord> 
For three, we gave to man : 

And the burden all seems lifted 
From the Promised Day, to be, 
And night drifts softly into rest 
For Caleb and for me. 

Now I sit and wait for Caleb, 
As I ''set the heel" and rock, 
To the music of the needles, 
A-knitting Caleb's sock. 

PROGRESSION 

THERE 'S a bunch of wild camomile over 
the door, 
The rafters are hung with sweet tansy and rue. 
And down in the garden, with grass tangled o'er, 
There rattles the stalk where the marigolds grew. 

The hands that have delved and the hands that 

have wrought 
At the break of the day and the dawn of the 

spring, 
Ere Autumn, have drifted and wandered apart 
From the wealth or the waste that the harvest 

might bring. 
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The embers are dead on the rude rocky hearth, 
The foot of the stranger makes weird echoes 

ring,— 
All life has departed the home that it blessed, — 
Not even a cricket has lingered to sing. 

Yes, out of the old State, its woes and its cares. 
And into the new where progression may call, — 
And leaving the useless and worthless behind, 
They left the old cradle that rocked for them all. 

Too rude for the unknown life yet to be, 
With its deep worn rockers and smooth worn 

side. 
It tells, in its pitiful humbleness crowned, 
Of the baby that lived and the baby that died. 

Rock-abye — Rock-abye — echoes the song, 
Down through the altheas, breathing along — 
Only the angels and cradle may keep 
The pathos that wakens, the sorrows that sleep. 

Too simple the life for the surge of the day. 
Too humble the path where the plough-share 

must lead, 
And the wheel shall be hushed and the loom 

shall be stilled — 
The riddle of life is a hard one to read. 
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Rock-abye — Rock-abye — out of the past, 
Into the new day, the best and the last, 
Yielding the ties that each true heart must bind, 
Leaving the old worn cradle behind. 

But peace be upon thee, thou thing of the yearS; 
With garlands of camomile, tansy, and rue. 
All nations have honored thee, — poor as thou 

art. 
Thy memory shall be as sweet herbs in the 

dew. 

Rock-abye — Rock-abye — wherever found, 

In the rough places make blossoms abound — 

Progression moves on, but its spindles must 

lock. 
Wherever love finds a wee cradle to rock. 



BALLADE OF THE TAPESTRIE 

1799 

TiyriSTRESS Lisbeth sits low at her broidery 
^^^ frame, 

A-weaving of fancies with never a name. 
With cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 
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The sunbeams lie bright through the half-open 

door, 
The zephyrs drone songs they have droned oft 

before. 
On the rocky ribbed court, the soft spring 

shadows fall 
As the blushing peach blossoms drift over the 

wall ; 
But cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again, 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

Pert Jenny goes by with a smirk and a bow. 
On the way to the Fair with young Philip, I 

trow, 
And Dorothy passes, as blythe as a bird. 
Without e'en a glancing, without e'en a word. 
Then cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

All the world laughs so gayly, with joy to spare, 
Yet it lends not a ripple to glint the brown hair, 
And the warm rosy fingers are pausing, I fear. 
To brush from the long sweeping lashes a tear ; 
Then cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 
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The pattern's the same old impossible style, 
The swain and the same Dresden shepherdess 

smile, 
But in flies the needle^ and out comes the 

thread, 
As hard as the laborer delves for his bread; 
With cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

A canter, — a gallop a-down the green lane — 
And the long, shaded lashes are lifted again ; 
A ringing of hoofs, — then a pause at the gate — 
The tryst "with Philander — alas! he must wait! — 
Yea, cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

A stride through the court-yard, a step on the 

floor — 
He has lifted the latch and he 'stands at the 

door; 
But shy Mistress Lisbeth bends low o'er her 

frame. 
With never a glance and her soft cheek aflame, 
With cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 
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<< Is it thus, Mistress Lisbeth, ah ! thus, that I see, 
You have broken the troth that you plighted to 

me''? — 
But poor Mistress Lisbeth spake never a word, 

And the silence was drunk but by bee and by bird, 
And cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again, 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

Philander looks down with a sigh, as he ought. 
On the shy blushing worker, the work that she 

wrought, — 
There 's a laugh in the shepherdess' eyes of blue 

beads, — 
Mistress Lisbeth has pricked her soft thumb till 

it bleeds. 
With cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 

There 's a clipping of scissors, a snipping of 

threads, 
A blending of blushes, a bending of heads ; 
Oh ! someway and somehow, he knelt by the fair. 
To find Mistress Lisbeth sewed fast to the chair ! 
To cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again. 
With gay scarlet crewels and silken gold skein. 
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But Love laughs at locksmiths and Love sneers 

at threads; 
Then on, through the violets, drooping their 

heads — 
Then on, with swift hoof-beats yea, on, to the 

Fair; 
They '11 find the old parson awaiting them 

there ! 
Ah ! cross-stitch and half-stitch and cross-stitch 

again, 
On Life's rosy canvas with Love's golden 

skein ! — 



THE VOICE OF THE PEARL 

1 HEARD the song of the mermaid pause. 
And sigh on the golden strand. 
Then I rolled from the edge of the rocky 

ledge — 
A hard, white grain of sand. 



I danced on the comb of the salty spray. 

And gleamed in the sun like a star, 

Then I dropped in the mystical caves of the 

deep, 
When the tide crept out from the bar. 
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And I sighed for the happy day that was dead, 
On the leaf of the seaweed's bloom, 
And I hardened my heart and ground my spear 
In the woe of my watery gloom. 

But a mollusk unbarred her prison gate, 
And opened her home to me, 
And I lodged in the cell of the cloistered one, 
The silent nun of the sea. 

I wooed her, yea, with the cruel thrust 
Of the sharp, keen-pointed spear. 
Till I felt on its edge the quivering drop 
Of the silent sufferer's tear. 

Yea, what was the silent one to me, 
The silent nun in the silent sea ? 
Thou wert of me and I was of thee. 
Thou silent nun in the silent sea. 

At last, two plunged through the sighing wave 
To rob the sea of her own, 
And they shattered the wall of the cloistered nun 
In their greed for the tear-drop stone. 

They severed the life that was hers and mine. 
And drew out my knife from her side — 
But one left his hope in the salty deep. 
And ebbed out his breath with the tide. 
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But what was the diver's life to me, 
The rarest pearl in the rayless sea — 
Yea, what was the diver's life to me — 
The robber and filcher of the sea ! 

I lay on the breast of a rare, white bride, 
Just hid by the bridal veil, 
And I felt the throb of the wild young heart, 
And I saw that her cheek was pale; 

I, only I — there were tears and joy, 
And joy and tears for the twain, 
But I hid my heart in the pulsing breast, 
That should press me close again. 

For what were the tears of the bride to me, 
The joy of the years that were to be. 
To me, the gem of the silent sea, 
What were the tears of the bride to me ! 

I lie on the breast of the shrouded dead, 
Under the mould and the cold. 
And I hide in my heart the missing strands 
Of a tale that was never told ; 

And the grave worm creeps and the ground 

squirrel holds 
His revels within my home — 
And the bride in her mouldering veil is mine, 
And the glad years never come. 
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But what are the tears of men to me. 

The gem of tears from the silent sea, — 

The woes that have been and the woes that will 

be — 
What are the tears of men to me I 



FIRST LOVE 

1HAVE come back, oh I first love, love to thee, 
Behind thy trellised vine thy lute's soft tone 
Speaks to my soul, — my fingers seek thine 

own, — 
Oh ! golden hearted, love-kissed Poesy. 

I have come back, thy lowly one to be, — 
Lend thou thine ear to hear my fretful moan; 
I asked for bread, the hard world gave a stone, — 
Cold was the pulse of life by land and sea. 

I have come back, — breathe on ray taper, 
love, — 

The spark died not, it only smouldered low ; 

I could not keep the white flame free from 
doubt. 

The sharp-toothed norther, cutting from with- 
out, — 

But oh ! let these, my tears, compassion move, 

Bless thou my garment, — love me, ere I go ! 



To Helen 



TO HELEN 

SOMETIMES, when stillness drifts upon thy 
heart, 
A stillness filled with music of thy thought, 
And thou dost in thy silence sit apart, 
To hold the cord thy inner self hath caught, — 
Be time and space no bar 'twixt thee and 

me, — 
Thou knowest that I am remembering thee. 

When thou dost dream a breath upon thy 
brow. 

And dream 'twas slumber touched thy finger- 
tips, — 

Be that the kiss that I would give thee now, 

Too calm for lovers, — deep for childish lips; 

The seal of truth that lies ' twixt thee and 
me, — 

Thou knowest that I am remembering thee. 

When thou shalt feel a blessing on thy way. 

That lifts into the light, above earth's care ; 

May it be mine to crown thy perfect day ; 

Know, I have asked it, dearest, in my prayer. 

For love and truth keep watch 'twixt thee 

and me, — 

Thou knowest that I am remembering thee. 
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THE COTTONADE 

I 

PLANTING 

WILD plum blossoms on the roadside, 
Peach blows on the waking boughs; 
Daring whistlers trying. pipe notes 
Far above the resting plows. 

Partridge calling in the woodland, 
Budding willow, whispering reed, 
Bordering the fallow furrow. 
Waiting for the cotton seed. 

Strong and black the droning negroes, 
Following the even drills, 
Flinging out the seed of promise 
To the idle, sleepy mills. 

Love a-bud with other flowers, 
Love a-bloom, as others sow, 
To the humble youth and maiden 
Meeting in the cotton row. 
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II 

LAYING BY 

A PROMISE rests upon the mellow field, 
A-quiver with the midtide summer's heat; 
The heart of nature kindles at the blush 
Of pink and white that opens at her feet. 

The lazy plows are turning once again, 
The droning ivorkers pause between the rows 
To give a burst of melody, and wipe 
The sweat of honest labor as it glows. 

A musing lover bends his dusky face 

Above the plow-lines, slackened o'er his dream; 

He knows she waits with platter 'neath the 

beech, — 
Her earthern pitcher cooling in the stream. 

For Love 's a-bloom in burning summer's heat. 
And Love 's a-thrive beside the ripening bolls, — 
A golden arrovr lost amid the glebe 
Upturned on yearly round by simple souls. 
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III 

PICKING 

W;HITER than snowflakes, fulfilling the 
promise 
Made by the earth to the souls that would trust, 
Crowned with the beauty of autumn, and lifting 
The star of her glory up out of the dust. 

Pure is the heart of the boll for the picking, 
Golden the mesh that the autumn has spun, 
Holding the melody, wreathing the singers, 
Winding through wealth that hard labor has 
won. 

Dark are the cheeks of the youth and the 

maiden, 
Bright is the smile lit by Love as he goes; 
Nimble the fingers that touch ere the parting, 
Meeting again in the oft trodden rows. 

Soft is the song of the man for the maiden, 
Soft is the maid's, — they are singing to each, 
Heaping the baskets up high with their lint- 
locks, 
Building a castle that love can but reach. 
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MaTdna 



ENVOI 

Oh, marriage day ! come true by winter's frost, 
Blest be, in simple faith, to man and maid ; 
Sweet be the broken bread of honest toil. 
To humble hearts beneath the cottonade. 



MARINA 

SEA MADNESS 

MOON drift and star rift, upon a summer 
sea, 
And the white ship pulses on its breast 
Like a silver gull upon her nest. 
And the crew dreams cheerily. 

But one there sighs, who sits apart,— 
The wine of youth is in his brain. 
The love of youth is in his pain, 
And slumber cannot bless his heart. 

How fevered is the stiffened lid, 
How staring grows the aching ball. 
As on the spray drifts comes the call. 
Within the sultry breezes hid. 

27 



Love Songs and Bugle Calls 

He looks above, he looks below, 
To catch the figment that he dreams ; 
The starlight shadow, substance seems. 
The spell binds with a mystic glow^. 

He hears the breath of heavy sleep ; 
The guards that pace the silent deck, 
And feels the night, whose starry fleck 
Looks down to blush upon the deep. 

But deeper, stronger, tenderer yet. 
The sensuous cadence rises, — falls, — 
Such sweets as love to lover calls. 
When heart is full and lash is wet. 

And he who listens moans with pain; 
He loves a maiden sweet and fair, 
^Vho watches for the v^hite sail, v^here 
The strong winds dash across the plain ; 

He sees the soft hand shade the eyes 
That yearn across the solemn deep, — 
And then the flax buds droop and weep, 
A-weary out of paradise. 

How can he hear the mystery 

That sways as breezes sway and move, — 

The pleading of a woman's love 

That burdens heart and sky and sea! 
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The love of one apart, alone, 
Whose senses crave the spicy breath 
Of love, then bittersweet, — then death,— 
A wooing, rhythmic monotone. 

But still the voice and still the plaint^ 
Through chilly dawn and burning noon, 
By gleam of star and bath of moon^ — 
Until the tensioned pulses faint. 

She floats along the vessel's side^ 
Just where the white bow parts the waves ; 
She begs, she pleads, she smiles^ she raves, 
With languid grace, abandoned pride. 

Now^ dies the breeze ^without a sigh 
A-faint upon the drooping sail; 
And now the hearts of seamen quail 
Beneath a sultry torrid sky. 

But still the sad youth dreams apart. 
Upon the ocean's glassy calm ; 
The fever beating in his palm 
And throbbing in his anguished heart. 

"He sits distraught," his neighbor said. 
"Nay, nay,*' said one, "his heart-drops boil; 
Marina hath him in her toil, — 

Ah! better far that he were dead!" — 
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** Who may she be?" his neighbor said. 
" How now/' said one, " what knowest thou 
That knoweth not the tale, I trow ! — 
Ah ! better far that he were dead ! '* — 

They bind him, hands, they bind him, feet. 
That frenzy may not work to harm, 
With hempen bonds on thigh and arm, — 
But still the witching cadence sweet; 

Her "words are strange, they sigh and croon. 
As on his brain their import rests, — 
And as she floats, her rounded breasts 
Gleam like white lilies in a swoon. 

She pleads as one pleads 'neath the rod. 
Of love that "was, of curse to be. 
All in the sultry summer sea, — 
She prays as one prays to a god. 

Those arms are round and soft and fair, 
They reach to him, so white and wet; 
Those eyes are lifted, love pained, yet 
No tender teardrop twinkles there. 

Ay, one word more, — the bonds he breaks, 
The winding of the rope he slips, — 
The white form at the bowsprit dips, — 
And with his cry the calm awakes. — 
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"Nay, nay, — be still,'* his neighbor said; 
** Thy promised wife is on the shore, 
And counts thy coming o'er and o'er.*' 
•* Nay, nay,*' said he, " that love is dead." 

** Thy troth ring *s bright,*' his neighbor said; 
" It lies upon thy maiden's breast. 
Who waits thee, for the bridal dressed." 
"Nay, nay,** said he, "that love is dead." 

" So goes the time," his neighbor said ; 
"'Tis but three days if winds were fair — 
For thee she waits and watches there.*' 
"Nay, nay," said he, "that love is dead." 

He tears her troth ring from his breast 
To fling it on the warping deck ; 
He breaks the chain about his neck, 
And thrusts her image from its rest 

Thrice snap the cords like wisps of grass, 
Thrice loose the gripping muscles' hold, 
Then reaching to the floating gold. 
He leaps into the ocean's glass. 

Marina's arms are white and wet. 
They hold him in a strong embrace ; 
Her kisses rain on brow and face. 
From parted red lips smiling yet. 
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They grapple him with hooks of steel, — 
Marina grasps them with her hand. 
And down upon the whitened sand 
She laughs beside the moveless keel. 

The dead sea wakes, a sudden gale. 
Makes bustle on the silent ship. 
Her thirsty hot sides bend and dip, 
And onward flies the filling sail. 

They give the troth ring to the bride 
Who waits beside the wind-swept beach ; 
Her true heart calls, but may not reach 
The fateful spot where love had died. 

"Pray weep not so," her neighbors said; 
" Another love may comfort thee ! " 
" No truer love can comfort me, — 
I wait my love, he is not dead!" — 

She will not don her sombre weeds. 
She will not bind her golden hair, — 
Love, like hope nimbused, lingers there, 
And faith upon her strong heart feeds. 

The long days wear, her pulses burn, — 
She waits beside the busy ships, 
With straining eyes and parted lips 
To hear the tidings of return. 
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Marina's arms are white and wet^ 
They hold his head upon her breast, 
Her red lips to his lips are pressed, — 
Her rounded red lips, smiling yet. 

What heed the waiting bride to her? 
His is the love her love hath won, — 
Ay, never more, from sun to sun, — 
His heart is cold, he will not stir. 

His hovered spirit prays release. 
Most like a bubble at her ear ; 
It pleads of broken faith and fear, 
Of silent death and dreamless peace. 

Marina's arms are strong and white, ' 
They hold him in her numbing woe ; 
She will not yield him, let him go. 
Through sunless day or starless night; 

And gray sails fill and white gulls whir. 
The bride unwedded, waits her love; 
Whose prisoned body cannot move. 
Or bid his spirit come to her. 
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"THE HEARTS OF THE WORLD 

ARE ALL AKIN" 

A ZEPHYR paused by my window-seat 
And floated the filmy curtain in, — 
From the top of a cedar a blue-bird sang — 
" The hearts of the world are all akin." 

I wondered and pondered within my own, 
Of the ties of love, of the tithes of hate. 
But the mother cuddled her birdlings down, 
To drink in the melody of her mate. 

I half believed, in my pensive mood. 
Far from the hurry and bustle and din. 
And its cadences clung like a trembling prayer, 
" The hearts of the world are all akin." 

Over the way, ere the gathering dusk, 
Trudged prosperous poverty^ homeward turned. 
But a beggar crept to the laborer's feet — 
Miserable, helpless, homeless, spurned ; 

And the horny hand in its honest truth. 
Gave from the old purse, long and thin — 
He passed and I blent with his whistled tune, 
" The hearts of the world are all akin." 
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What Would You Do, O Poet 

Over the way, he hurried along, 
A man in his worldliness, chilling and bleak, 
But he paused to lift up a stumbling child, 
And wiped the dust from its tear-stained cheek. 

The hard face thawed, as he set on its way 
The child of poverty, want, and sin ; 
And I whispered low, in the gathering gray, 
** The hearts of the world are all akin." 

For the laborer gave what was hardest to him. 
Of the fruitage his toil and labor had wrought. 
And the rich man gave what was rarest to him, 
The tenderness lucre could never have bought. 

So the blue-bird whistles and weaves the chords, 
With mystical melody out and in. 
For children of darkness and children of light, — 
'* The hearts of the world are all akin." 



WHAT WOULD YOU DO, 

O POET? 

GIVEN the heart of the summer. 
Given the bloom of the vine, 
Where beauty is rife with the honey of life, 
What would you do, poet mine ? 
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Given the depths of the ocean, — 

The paths where the white stars shine, 

The mystery of birth and the pulse of the 

earth, — 
What would you do, poet mine? — 

Weave me a rhythmical cadence. 
Twine me a garlanded line, — 
Etch on my heart all the pathos of art, — 
What can you do, poet mine ? — 

Art, you have broken your burin ; 

Heart, faded the blossoms you twine, — 

But treasures are yours, all of time's mellow 

stores, — 
Why will you lose, poet mine? — 

Go winnow the silence for heartbeats. 
Thresh the fulness of time for the sign, — 
Point the burin of art in the depths of your 

heart. 
Ere you write on the world's, poet mine. 

Then string the white pearls of your fancy. 
On the thread of your thought, spun and fine. 
For the world will hear well the sweet story 

you tell. 
With its burden of love, poet mine ! 
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JUNE 

GOME^ with thine old-time witcheries of life, 
Oh, thou full-breasted mother, hasten thee, 
Lest on some winter-weary sense there fall 
Too late thy rose, and humming of thy bee! 

So late thou art ! through many pulsing days 
We heard thy tread in heart of earth and tree, 
And felt thy breath until each leafing vine 
Yearned for thy sensuous touch to make it 
free. 

Through barren months, all bleak and cold and 

gray. 
We watched, like children through the muffled 

pane, 
A tender signal from a beckoning hand. 
But only saw frost-flowers through the rain. 

Come, coax the shyest blossoms of the year! 
Bless us, sweet mother ! Make the palest 

smile. 
And, with our storm-roughed cheeks against thy 

breast. 
Give us thy beauty for a little while. 
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No changelings call for thee, for our hearts are 

thine ; 
Thou holdest that which keeps all things in 

tune, — 
Rose-leaves and kisses, love and life's red 

wine, — 
Oh, golden-hearted, peerless, perfect June ! 



LULLABY 

THEY are fluttering and fluttering, like birds 
upon the tree, — 

Baby bye ! Baby bye ! 
Then shut them tight, my precious, one for you 
and one for me, — 

Bye oh ! Baby bye ! — 



Away down in the sheepfold, all the lambkins 

are at rest, — 
The little chickabiddies in the feathers soft are 

pressed, — 
And good old Mammy Nature holds them all 
upon her breast, — 

Bye oh ! Baby bye ! — 
Um! Um! Um! Uml 
Bye oh ! Baby bye ! 
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We say we're men and women at the early 
dawn of day, — 

Baby bye ! Baby bye ! 
But the sunset finds us children, with tears to 
wipe away, — 

Bye oh ! Baby bye ! 

No shame to us that stumbled, if we tried to 

do our part. 
No blame to us for failing, if we made an honest 

start, — 
Then take it all to Mammy ! lay it all upon her 
heart, — 

Bye oh ! Baby bye ! 
Um! Um! Um! Um ! 
Bye oh ! Baby bye ! 



I KNOW WHAT LOVE IS 

SPRINGTIME and buds ablow. 
Dew on the posies, 
Two down the greening go, 
Watched by the roses ; 

I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what *tis! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I knov^ what love is ! 
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His hand slips into mine, — 
What heart could chide us ? 
One kiss, just one, life's vdne. 
What can betide us? 

I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what *t is ! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I know what love is ! 

Tell it, ah ! bird or bee. 
Springtime's first lover. 
Tell it to him and me. 
Tell it all over ; 

I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what 't is ! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I know what love is ! 



THE BALLAD OF TULIPA 

(WITH A MORAL) 

ABLYTHE little mollusk sat out on the 
sands 
Watching the glow of the warm, sunlit lands ; 
She was young, she was foolish, perhaps it is 

true. 
But all life ^vas fair from her maritime view. 
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She looked on the shore with its blossoming 

bays, — 
She looked on the sea with its devious ways ; 
While the starfishes danced in the fast ebbing 

tide, 
And the pecten waltzed solo, in safety, inside. 

The channel and stone crabs filed by two by 

two, 
In armor of brown and of purple and blue. 
By a rampart of seaweed, in battle array, 
A horde of sand fiddlers had carried the day. 

All nature sought comrades, the earth and the 

sea, — 
The mollusk, the vertebrate, — then why not 

she? — 
She was young, she was foolish, but still life 

was fair 
To the Fasciolaria Tulipa there. 

She dreamed with the longing of innocent 
youth, — 

And she was alone with her dreaming, in 

truth, — 
For Madame Tulipa had gone out to tea 
With the Fulgur Perversums just out by the 

Key. 
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Full many a counsel of motherly kind 

She gave to the daughter she must leave behind ; 

" Judge not the veiled heart by the fair seeming 

head, 
And swallow with salt but the half that is 

said." 

9 

^^ Beware of the stranger who hideth his feet, 
Who pleadeth his kinship with flattery sweet ; 
Though wearing our colors, though flaunting 

our cause, — 
'Tis the brown hermit-crab, — ah ! beware of his 

claws ! *' — 

But twilight will cloy upon youth when alone, 
With the sea for a comrade, whose voice is a 

moan. 
And wisdom, experience, such fables will 

bring, — 
Ah ! the sageness of age is a wearisome thing ! — 

So dreamed Miss Tulipa alone in her bower. 
In the freshness of youth and the pride of her 

dower. 
Till she longed for a gay coated stranger to 

pass, — 
To test her own beauty, — his valor, — alas ! — 
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As there *s always a way to let misery in, — 
As there 's always a loophole in forethought of 

sin, — 
Soon a debonair stranger passed by and made 

pause, — 
And a TuUpa sheU held his sharp, cruel claws. 

He had paused on a mission both novel and 

gay. 
To wsh Miss Tulipa a merry "Good Day!*' — 

His knighthood was brave and his armor was 

fair, 
And he clamored of kinship with cousinly air. 

He sung of her grace in the tenderest tone, 
He praised her bright mantle, so like to his 

own ! — 
And she bridled with pride, as she listened at 

last. 
With her dainty operculum cautiously fast. 

So wily the tempter, so guileless the host, — 
Suspicion had vanished and left not a ghost. 
Then he swore by her beauty and prayed her 

to trust, — 
To the edge of her mantle her soft foot to 

thrust ; 
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He vowed he would carry the word o'er the 

sea. 
That none had so small and so dainty as she 1 — 
He pledged by the stars and he vowed by yet 

more, — 
And the foolish Tulipa had opened her door 1 — 

The sunlight had faded, the afterglow burned. 

Till its crimson and gold to the gray twilight 

turned ; 

The bars felt the tides and the earth felt the 
dews, 

Ere Madame Tulipa had made her adieux. 

And home from the bars she came, all in the 

dark, 
By the light of a star and a will o' wisp spark, 
To find by the shore, where her daughter should 

d^vell, 
But a Fasciolaria Tulipa shell/ — 



DYING BUTTERFLY 

WHITE robed ministrant of beauty, 
Vestal of the sun, 
Thou art drooping in the daylight. 
Daylight, just begun. 
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See the rose that pressed thy white wings, 

Resting from thy flight, 

Lifts again a dew-filled chalice 

To the god of light. 

Cold and pale, her white cup quivers 
In the autumn breeze. 
Heedless of the red-gold flutter, 
Dripping from the trees. 

Last of all the merry comrades, — 

Bird and bud and bee, — 

Ghosts strayed from the path of summer,— 

Thou as wan as she. 

Go and comfort her^ sad vestal. 
For thy god is cold. 
And his smile is turning from thee, — 
Leaving death and mold. 

Die not as I look upon thee, 
Fluttering in my palm; 
I would cherish thee and heal thee, 
Give thy wounds a balm. 

But my touch is heavy on thee, 
Heavy as my grief, 
And my helpless fingers press thee, 
Yielding no relief. 
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Lift and bless thy white rose comrade, 
Lone and sad she grieves ; 
Die with her in golden glory, 
Shrined in autumn leaves. 



TIE-VINES AND MORNING- 
GLORIES 

TIE-VINES and morning-glories, 
Climbing up the corn, 
Laughing in the growing cotton. 
On a sunny morn. 

Creeping through the lapping fence-rails, 
Where the white brooks shine, 
Peeping, half afraid of shadow, — 
Tangling muscadine. 

Tie-vines and morning-glories, 
Where the furrows run, 
Daring, in the teeth of harrows, — 
Children of the sun. 

Wilder than the berry briers, 
Through the summer's glow, — 
Scorning all the sleepy fennel, 
Leaping as they glow. 
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The Wreck of the Bird's Nest 

Tie-vines and morning-glories^ 
Weaving snares in fun, 
Lifting up the sweetest dew-cups 
To the waking sun. 

Pink and blue of vagabondia^ 

Old time friends of mine^ — 

Take a blessing through the sunlight, — 

Tangling muscadine. 



THE WRECK OF THE BIRD'S 

NEST 

THEY are gone, all those feathered com- 
panions, 
That kept all the summer in tune. 
And the lowering skies of November 
Have forgotten the blue eyes of June. 

They are gone, and the heart of the summer. 
Lies dead in the quivering nest, 
That empty and ragged, the autumn 
Has laid on earth's leaf-covered breast. 

They are gone, like a dream that has van- 
ished — 
A thought that is lost in the deep ; 
And down in the still garden hedges. 
Just a lone white rose smiles in its sleep. 
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But I saw in the dawn of the springtime, 
A fabric of marvellous loom, 
And the melody flung from the weavers 
Knew not of the blight and the gloom. 

By and by a sweet mystery hovered 
And thrilled through each gray-feathered breast ; 
And I shook down the dewdrops and counted 
The three tiny eggs in the nest. 

Oh! the joy of mother-love, brooding — 
It giveth the whole world a proof, 
From the human, with all his ambition, 
To the song bird that nests on the roof. 

One by one, I have watched, as they flitted, 
The old and the young, from the tree — 
Now the autumn wind, cruel and mocking, 
Has tossed out the wreckage to me ; 

And it tells the old puzzle of living, 
Of living and loving and death, 
For the pitiful wreck of the present 
Bears the past's bittersweet on its breath. 

Here, a shred from the veil of the bridal. 
Here, a thread from the robe of the tomb — 
The blending of weeping and laughing, 
The weaving of sunshine and gloom. 
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Here, a silken skein snarled and tangled, 
Held by hands once so rosy and fair — 
That prisons and fetters a sunbeam, 
A wisp of a child's golden hair. 

Take thy prize, oh ! thou wind of the autumn — 
Thou vagabond, pilfer and rob! — 
Nature's heart reckons but by her season, 
The human heart counts by its throb \ 

They are gone, all those feathered companions. 
That kept all the summer in tune, 
And the lowering skies of November 
Have forgotten the blue eyes of June. 
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INSCRIPTION 

On the Nathan Bedford Forrest Equestrian Statue Unveiled 
at Memphis, Tennessee, May i6th, 1905. 

THOSE hoof-beats die not upon fame's 
crimsoned sod. 
But will ring through her song and 
^ her story; 

He fought like a Titan and struck like a god, 
And his dust is our ashes of glory. 
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(NATHAN BEDFORD FORREST) 



T 



WAS out of the South that the lion heart 
camcj 
From the ranks of the Gray like the flashing of 

flame, 
A juggler with fortune, a master with fame — 
The rugged heart born to command. 

As he rode by the star of an unconquered will. 
And he struck with the might of an undaunted 

skill ; 
Unschooled, but as firm as the granite-flanked 

hill — 
As true and as tried as steel. 

Though the Gray were outnumbered, he counted 

no odd. 
But fought like a demon and struck like a god, 
Disclaiming defeat on the blood-curdled sod, 
As he pledged to the South that he loved. 

>T was saddle and spur, or on foot in the field, 
Unguided by tactics that knew how to yield ; 
Stripped of all, save his honor, but rich in that 

shield, 
Full armored by nature's own hand. 
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The Wizard of the Saddle 

As the rush of the storm, he swept on the 

foe ; 
It was " Come ! " to his legions, he never said 

*'Go!" 
And with sinews unbending, how could the 

world know 
That he rallied a starving host? 

And the wondering ranks of the foe were like 

clay 
To these men of flint in the molten day ; 
And the hell-hounds of war howled afar for 

their prey, 
When the arm of a Forrest led. 

For devil or angel, life stirred when he spoke, 
,And the current of courage, if slumbering, 

woke 
At the yell of the leader, for never was broke, 
The record, men wondering read: 

With a hundred he charged like a thousand 

men. 
And the hoof-beats of one seemed the tattoo 

of ten; 
What bar were burned bridges or flooded fords, 

when 
The wizard of battles was there ? 
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But his pity could bend to a fallen foe, 
The mailed hand soothe a brother's woe ; 
There was time to be human, for tears to 

flow — 
For the heart of the man to thrill. 

Then " On ! " as though never a halt befell, 
With a swinging blade and the Rebel yell, 
Through the song of the bullets and plowshares 

of hell — 
The hero, half iron, half soul ! 

Swing, rustless blade in the dauntless hand ; 
Ride, soul of a god, through the deathless 

band, 
Through the low green mounds or the breadth 

of the land. 
Wherever your legions dwell ! 

Swing, Rebel blade, through the halls of fame. 
Where courage and justice have left your name; 
By the torches of glory your deeds shall flame 
With the reckoning of Time ! 

NATHAN HALE 

THERE is night in the council chamber, 
There is gloom where the Rebels meet, 
There is death in the valley beneath them, 
And over their arms is defeat. 
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The lines that were throbbing with valor. 
Have missed her white star in its sheen, 
And the heels of the dastard deserter 
Press hard in the spaces between. 

The glance of the council is eager, 
But the voice of the General is low; 
He is seeking the bravest, the truest. 
To send in the camps of the foe. 

The silence of death is the answer, 

A scorn and a flash of the eye. 

For these bronzed, rugged heroes of battles 

Will not stoop to the rank of a spy. 

But a voice rings out from the shadow, 
With the thrill of a clarion's flow: 
" When my country has need, 't is my service. 
Her honor is mine, — I will go ! " 



And in the first flush of his manhood. 
The patriot bums in his eyes. 
As he changes the trappings of glory 
And fame for the lowly disguise. 

On, he speeds through the veil of the darkness! 
The camp of the British is won. 
Ay, the fate of the rebels is trembling. 
But the dangerous mission is done! 
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He has served her, the country he lives for, 
Would die for, need that be the end, 
But halt ! — to the ringing of hoof -beats. 
Betrayed, — by the hand of a friend! 

Men die in the hot blood of battle. 
And rot in the trench, face to face. 
But oh! those long hours of anguish. 
The taunt of dishonor, disgrace! 

Ah! patriot, soldier and lover! 
Thy warriors call thee again. 
And far o'er the hills, for the bridal. 
She watches thy coming, in vain! 

The sigh of the waning September 
Breaks soft on the blush of the sky; 
While the grim forms of British are waiting. 
To mark how a Rebel can die. 

No hand bears the last tender missives. 

That filled up the long night of woe; 

They have hurled the white fragments about him, 

That fall like the sleet upon snow; 

For those blue eyes look outward, beyond them. 
Above the gray world and its moan; 
But no priest bends the knee for the shriving. 
The soul in its grandeur is lone. 

58 



The Old Canteen 



They have bound the brave form for the hangman, 
And pmioned the strong arms for death. 
But afar, from the old apple orchard. 
New bom, on a patriot's breath, 

The hills pipe a sonorous message. 
The breezes repeat, by the sea, 
** I only regret, oh ! my Country ! 
I lose but this one life for thee ! " 

Oh! mother-land, these are thy jewels. 
That blazon the shield on thy breast! 
Oh! mother-love! these are the truest. 
The hearts that have loved thee the best! 



THE OLD CANTEEN 

'^T^IS a treasure from out the old cedar chest 

^ That a brave wife sacredly keeps. 
All hidden away 'neath the bullet-ploughed hat. 
Where the tattered old gray coat sleeps; 

And the years drift softly and silently down. 
The spider has woven her sheen — 
A mantle of peace — like a halo of rest — 
Round the heart of the Old Canteen. 
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It was battered and bent in the storm of war, 

Where the hurtling grape-shot fell. 

And it breathes in its sleep the mystical tale 

That the Southland must know so well. 

• 
Of the clashing of steel, of the carnage of death. 

Of the woe in the days that have been ; . 

But a tenderer tale than the pale stars knew 

Lies asleep with the Old Canteen. 

The battle was done, and the flash of the guns 
Had ceased in the warm bloody rills. 
And the night, like a pall of the dead, dropped down 
On the grim field of Chaplin Hills. 

But the field was won, to the soldier in gray, 
And he lay in the lines between. 
And weary and thirsty, he measured the drops 
That were left in the Old Canteen. 

There were dying and dead upon every side. 
Loud curses, and prayers breathed low. 
But the darkness concealed, nor would not reveal. 
The face of a friend or foe; 

And he thought, as he lay by his arms, of home, 
Of love, and its tenderest scene. 
And he pillowed his head with its throbbing pain 
On the breast of the Old Canteen. 
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But the chilling winds sighed, and a gurgling moan 

Crept on through the darkening mist, 

And the words of distress woke the slumbering 

heart 
That the bright dream of home had kissed. 

He tenderly lifted the shattered young form, 
With the veil of the night between ; 
The heart of a soldier beat earnest and true 
Beneath the old battered Canteen. 

A friend or a foe? — ah! what mattered it then, 
Union blue, or the C. S. A., 
With piteous need in the jacket of blue, 
Humanity's heed in the gray. 

And the message was breathed to a stranger 

heart, 
In the ear of the foe unseen. 
And the quivering lips felt the cooling drip 
From the depths of the Old Canteen. 

"Tell my sisters I died for my country's cause. 

That my end was a soldier's end; 

And tell them. Oh! comrade" — a gasp and a 

pause — 
** I died in the arms of a friend ! " 
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Through the shivering mist, like the white rush- 
lights, 
The pale stars struggled between, 
With the deep silence cleft by the gurgling sigh 
That arose from the Old Canteen. 



ENVOI 

Yes, lay it away in the old cedar chest. 
With its tale of days that have been. 
And light be the dreams, in the stillness of peace. 
That may rest on the Old Canteen. 



THE APRON FLAG 

IT is just a little apron. 
That a tiny maid might wear. 
When childhood dimpled on her cheeks 
And stmlight kissed her hair. 

Just a quaint old-fashioned trifle, 
Blent with stripes of White and Red, 
Wrought tenderly with careful hands. 
And earnest, bended head; 
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But the dust of years sleeps on it. 
It is faded, rent, and old; 
There are battle marks upon its belt. 
And bloodstains in its fold ; 

Yet a dainty maiden wore it, 
As she watched, way up the hill. 
Standing in the ancient doorway 
Of the busy old stone mill. 

And she saw the soldiers coming. 
Dispirited and slow; 
A sad, retreating army. 
In the coimtry of the foe. 

Then a shout that woke the woodland 
Stirred her heart and filled her ear; 
Down the line it flashed and echoed. 
And re-echoed, cheer on cheer. 

And the strong men dashed the teardrops 
That would come, and cheered once more 
For the maid who dared to wear it 
And the apron that she wore! 

It had thrilled the listless legion, 
And from heart to heart it swept. 
Striking deep the languid pulses. 
Where their truth and valor slept; 
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And they paused, these men of battle — 
Paused with grave, uncovered head. 
Just to beg a piece, a token. 
Of the apron. White and Red. 

Then the blue eyes drooped their fringes 
On the modest, blushing face; 
Then the proud breast swelled with ardor, 
As she tore it from its place ; 

As they fixed it to the flagstaff. 
Bound it firmly for the strife. 
And the noble youth who bore it 
Pledged his valor with his life. 

Far away, across the morning, 
Through the vale, and down the hill, — 
And the flashing wheel had vanished. 
With the Blossom of the mill; 

On and on! where raged the battle. 
On! where hearts must needs be true. 
Where the scythe of death was heaping 
High the mounds of Gray and Blue! 

On and on! with steady marching. 
On and on ! they could not lag ; 
For in front the gallant Watkins 
Bravely bore the apron flag! 
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And above the black smoke trailing, 
Like a star, it beckoned on; 
Then the little apron fluttered, 
Then the beacon light was gone. 

They lifted him, so softly. 
Smoothed the clustered curls apart; 
Found the tiny, battle apron. 
Closely pillowed on his heart. 

And they bent to catch the whisper, 
Through the storm and din of strife : 
" Take my pledge — 't is not dishonored 
I have kept it with my life! 
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It is just a little apron. 
And its simple tale is told. 
There are battle marks upon its belt. 
And bloodstains in its fold! 



A CONFEDERATE BUTTON 



ONLY a button to tell of his fate. 
Encrusted and tarnished with rust, 
Upheaved by the squirrel at his harvest time, 

From the home of the sacred dust. 
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II 

It is dimmed by its twenty years of rest, 
And battered by war's hail of lead, 
But it comes to us now, like an echoing lute. 
From the grave of the unknown dead. 

Ill 
Like an acorn dropped from the hand of God, 
Like the seal of his promise set. 
It comes from the heart of the buried past. 
To bid us forgive — not forget; 

IV 

Forgive, not forget, for the wounds of the Past, 

Were cruel and deep in their sears. 

And her stainless young brow in our passion of 

grief- 
Was bathed by the bitterest tears. 

V 

Forgive — but anon in the hurry of life. 
There are dreams which the moments let fall. 
And echoes that roll through the palace of Time, 
Like the blast of a bugle call. 

VI 
Forget? There's a flash of steel in our dreams. 
And the heat of the cannon's breath. 
And the Gray meet Blue, and the Blue meet Gray, 
In the Carnival of Death! 
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VII 
And bayonets arch the bridge of years, 
Above the surging flood. 
Whose waters lash with a deep dark stain. 
Whose tide is a wave of blood. 

VIII 
Forget? There was woe in the Southern homes, 
And Rachels on bended knees. 
There were prayers, and a curse, tears and a 

stone — 
Forget there were scenes such as these? 

IX 

Forgive — there are dead on every field. 
There are sighs for the Blue and the Gray, 
And weary the hearts that yearn for them both. 
Through the years that have passed away! 

X 

And the sunbeams play, and the shadows rest 
On the soldiers' daisied bed. 
But only a button, tarnished and bent. 
Comes back from the tmknown dead. 

XI 

Yet tenderly treasure the timeworn thing. 

It emblems the truest and best; 

It folded the Gray, once a mantle of hope. 

Upon a true patriot's breast. 
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XII 

And it comes in the springtide bloom to-day, 
As we garland the white and red, 
A strange sweet message of love and trust, 
From the grave of the imknown dead. 



ON THE FIELD OF HONOR 

THE sunlight dies with a sickening glare, — 
What went ye out for to see? 
And the vultures are darkening the upper air, — 
What went ye out for to see? 
Oh ! the soldiers were strong and brave and bold. 
And the red blood of life ran hot, ran cold, 
With the fruitage of death for the grave's dark 

mould, — 
What went ye out for to see? 

They have gathered them up with moan and 

groan. 
What went ye out for to see? 
But one, forgotten, was left alone, — 
What went ye out for to see? 
He lies with his brow to the quiet skies. 
With heaven's blue in his open eyes. 
And a shadow falls as a vulture flies, — 
What went ye out for to see? 
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He lies in the light of the rising moon, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

For the life of the charge, death c£ime too soon, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

Ah! the solemn shadows come and go. 

As the vagrant winds through the brown locks 

blow, — 
But he died with his brave young face to the foe, — 
What went ye out for to see? 

Ah! pitiless death in the ghostly gleam, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

Hide, pitiful moon, from the ghastly dream, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

For the locks are bright as a baby's hair, 

And under the bloodstained jacket there, 

Is the breast of a woman, soft and fair, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

Ah ! fearful the breach that she strove to fill, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

And fearful the force, the strength of will, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

A lily cast in the leaden hail? 

A dove in the teeth of the whistling gale? 

God pity the cause, that such faith should fail! 

What went ye out for to see? 

69 



Love Songs and Bugle Calls 

What matters it whether she wore the Gray, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

Or died in victorious Blue that day, — 

What went ye out for to see? 

For valor will heed when 't is valor that calls. 

And the gap was filled, — 'tis the story that 

palls, — 
For over the past God's sunlight falls, — ^ 
What went ye out for to see? 



TENNESSEE 

PRIZE CENTENNIAL ODE 

SHE is touching the cycle — her tender tread 
Is soft on the hearts of her hallowed dead. 
And she proudly stands where her sons have bled 
For God and Tennessee; 

Where the love of her women set the seal 
Of the warrior's faith, for the country's weal. 
With hand on the rifle, and hand on the wheel, 
By the altars of Tennessee. 

They have builded well for the niche of fame. 
Through the sleet of want and the heat of blame. 
For the courage of heroes tried the flame, 

As they builded Tennessee. 
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*T was up to the port-holes and down in the dust, 
Not the weight of might, but the force of must, 
With faith and rifle-bore free from rust. 
They were building Tennessee. 

'Twas up in the saddle and off to the fight, 
Where arrow and tomahawk shrieked in the light ; 
But the sinews of pioneers won for the right 

The bulwarks of Tennessee. 

Then woke the alarm where the British assailed, 
Watauga! Backwater! They never had. quailed! 
Had ''the sword of the Lord and of Gideon" failed. 
As they battled for Tennessee? 

King's Mountain and victory followed fast. 
For the men were steel in the leaden blast. 
And daring was born in each bullet they cast 
For the honor of Tennessee. 

They were building well for a race unborn. 
As the British plowed through the waving com. 
For the birth-pang of Freedom rang that morn 
In the yell of Tennessee! 

Ay, parson and warrior fought the same; 
They were one in heart and were one in name; 
They sowed in flint, but the lilies came 
To blossom for Tennessee. 
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And the bones of her sons lie bleaching far. 
From the Mexic Gulf to the northern star; 
In the beauty of peace and the valor of war 
The first is Tennessee! 



Oh! rugged the past that our hearts invoke! 
There the sturdy life of a Crockett woke, 
And the clarion tones of a Parson Doak 
Went ringing for Tennessee! 

Oh! "heart of Old Hickory," sleeping near! 
Oh! chivalrous soul of her John Sevier! 
Oh! shades of her unnamed heroes, hear 
The record of Tennessee. 

There, the name of her Polk starred his country's 

shield ; 
Here, bench and bar with her signet have sealed; 
There, a Cheatham and Jackson on the field 
Stood proudly for Tennessee.. 

She was true when they pressed like a shadowy 

fate — 
Her royal foes at her unbarred gate — 
And as true when were menaced her Rights of 
State, 

The mother, Tennessee. 
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And she gave of her life for the stars and bars, 
As she gave of her sons for the earlier wars. 
And the breast of her motherhood wears the scars 
For the manhood of Tennessee. 

But she wrought again, in the strength of might. 
In the face of defeat and a yielded right, 
The Cloth of Gold from the loom of night. 
The mantle of Tennessee. 

She has given of all that she held most dear. 
With a Spartan hope and a Spartan fear. 
Crowned in her statehood "Volunteer," 
Glorious Tennessee! 

She has rounded the cycle; the tale is told; 
The circlet is iron, the clasp is gold; 
And the leaves of a wonderful past unfold. 
The garland of Tennessee. 

And her garments gleam in the sunlit years, 
And the songs of her children fill her ears, 
And the listening heart of the great world hears 
The paeans of Tennessee! 
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THE APOTHEOSIS OF WAR 

^ipHUS through the beating of the reveille, 
* Through bloody conflict, blent with gray 

and blue. 
Until the breath of peace with solemn hush 
Has stilled the throbbing of the last tattoo; 

Until the form of Justice, pale and wan. 
Arising from the iron reign of Mars, 
Has laved her garment in the well of truth, 
And lifted up her glories to the stars; 

Has bound a halo on each sunken mound. 
And washed the field and cleansed the blood- 
stained stream, 
And in the night-watch trailed her mantle down 
The fair Valhalla of the warriors* dream. 

For hands are clasped across the bridge of years. 
And hearts are knit, that cold and severed lay, 
Upon a shrine where fame's unerring shaft 
Engrafts the cypress on the deathless bay. 

Where memories live, reft of the barb that stings, 
And valor dwells, robbed of the thorn of hate; 
Where union lifts the war-cry of to-day 
Above the trappings of a trampling fate. 
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Ay, turn old world, to see them proudly stand, 
A warp of gray upon a woof of blue; 
Ay, pause to see a brutal horde storm-swept, 
In freedom's name, by prowess tried and true. 

They pledge the freebom blood that knows not 

fear. 
Nor ever knew the touch of conquering hand; 
For death, — then with their faces to the foe, — 
For life, — the strength and sinew of the land. 

Yea, theirs the deeds of Puritanic brawn. 
And theirs the flower of Southern chivalry; 
Yea, theirs the land, — blest be the earth that 

shrines 
The ashes of a Lincoln and a Lee! 

For truth dies not, and by her light they raise 
The flag whose starry folds have never trailed; 
And by the low tents of the deathless dead 
They lift the cause that never yet has failed! 



WHEN COMES THE REVEILLE 

THE silence shall be broken on the hill. 
The lips that hid their secret in the clay 
Shall open from the poor dumb grief of earth, 
When comes the Reveille. 
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From every field of whiting, bleaching bones, 
Where dear remembered love kneels down to 

pray, 
Shall wake the soldier, lying on his arms. 
When comes the Reveille. 

The widow's tears shall cease, — the mother's 

smile 
Shall be the nimbus of the Blue and Gray, — 
The chieftain on his shield, the dead unknown. 
When comes the Reveille. 

The silent blood that stained the bearded grain 
Shall cry from where its golden billows play. 
And spears shall shake the Valley of Dry Bones, 
When comes the Reveille. 

The mourning wreath of cypress leaves shall die. 
And truth will crown the right with hallowed bay. 
And time will hurl the darkened glass aside. 
When comes the Reveille. 

When comes the Reveille, — Eternity 
Shall strip the ragged cloak from Blue and Gray^ 
And face to face their naked deeds shall stand, 
When comes the Reveille. 
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THE TATTOO 

'^T* IS the beat of the drum, 't is the reveille, 

^ From the camp and field of the Past; 
T is an echo that rolls to the warrior years. 
Of the sound of a bugle blast. 

'Tis the clashing of steel, and the bayonet's 

gleam 
That glints on the ambient air. 
And the Southern Cross with its starry field 
Sweeps the breeze like a patriot's prayer. 

*T is the charging of Death where Justice drooped 
On her altar bathed in blood; 
'T is the baying of guns, like the hounds unleashed. 
That swells on the breast of the flood. 

'T is the storm that breaks through the mist and 

the rime. 
And the clouds drop their leaden hail; 
'T is the " Rebel yell" through the pattering rain 
From the souls that could never quail! 
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Yea, the steel meets heart, and the heart greets 

steel, 
In the passions of hate — of death, 
And they fall in the lines like the wind-swung 

grain. 
At the sweep of the sickle's breath. 

And the riderless horses charge, unreined, 
Through the din of the cannon's blast; 
And the horseless riders have closed the line. 
Where the mowing scythe has passed! 

But the carnage dies, and the day falls asleep. 

Where the West draws her golden bars; 

And the smoke that has kissed both the Blue and 

the Gray 
Has left them alone — with the stars. 

'T is the hush of the night, 't is the drum's tattoo, 
'Tis the roll-call deep and clear. 
And the mounds that billow the grassy slope, 
'Neath the violets, answer, " Here ! " 
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DEATH OF CLEBURNE 



THE gray war-horse, impatient, champs his 
bit, 
His spreading nostrils sniff the coming fight. 
But still as stone his rider's eagle eye 
Looks on the serried lines that meet his sight. 

Each feature tells a tale they may not know — 
A volume may be spoken in each breath; 
But grave and stern, with silence on his lips, 
The gallant Cleburne waits the charge of Death. 

Behind their works loom up the lines of Blue, 
Before, the timber felled by cautious hands 
To break the ranks of Gray ; 'twixt these a floor 
To thresh with leaden flail the Southern bands. 



"Charge!" Wildly with the ringing Rebel yell. 
That flings its piercing echo on the breeze, 
The men, like gray stars on a sombre field. 
Crash through the crackling limbs of fallen trees. 

"Charge!" and the horse no longer paws the 

earth. 
For in the front, with Cleburne at their head, 
His men advance, to sternly do or die. 
Their death-march sounding in the rattling lead. 
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Again they move; above the deafening roar 
Of belching guns, the weird yell rings again ; 
And in the flash it seems the gates of hell 
Had yawned wide as they gain the open plain. 

There was no time for parleying or fear. 
What though the men were grain before the flail? 
What though their works were only bloody dead? 
'Twas victory or death — they could not quail! 

The storm of shot, and bursting of the shell, 
And sweep of hurtling grape with burning breath, 
Pour on the Southern host, undaunted yet, 
Still facing close the horrid hail of death! 

And in the storm the stern form and his horse 
Gleam like an upraised statue through the cloud; 
The flying bullets, whizzing, pass him by; 
Ay, even death seems loath to weave his shroud! 

The outer works are carried! on and on! 
For victory smiles. On, with the Rebel yell ! 
Scale now the inner works, or let the guns 
Of foes shout out a glorious funeral-knell I 

They knew not how it was — a rift revealed 

The horse and rider, then the scene was dim; 

But on the inner works the death hail rang. 

In dying Cleburne's ears a battle-hymn! 
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II 

'Tis midnight's hour, and through the lifting 

clouds 
The struggling moonbeams gaze on Franklin's 

field, 
Upon the war-stained corse of friend and foe, 
And weirdly kiss the lips forever sealed. 

The ghastly calm seems steeped in human gore. 
The ditch bears in its depth the bloody tide; 
The cold December winds mourn 'round the spot 
Where Cleburne, with his charger, nobly died. 

No more for him rings out the battle-cry. 
No more the stern lips echo back its tone; 
And as in life he led the Irish bands, 
In death his life-blood mingled with his own. 

Ill 
The hand of Time plows deep the battlefield, 
For at his voice the thundering cannons cease; 
The sword is rusting, — from its unused sheath 
The spider swings the gauzy flag of peace. 

Throughout, the city wears a sable pall. 
Remembering in love her silent guest; 
Just at the water's edge the steamer waits 
To bear lamented Cleburne to his rest. 
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In reverence, grouped around the hero's corse, 
The honored and the humble silent grieve, 
When through the throng a brawny arm makes 

way. 
Its useless mate a ragged, empty sleeve. 

No sound breaks rudely on the solemn hush; 
The crowd falls back, and at the coffin's head 
The grim form kneels to make the sacred cross 
Above the cold heart of the hallowed dead. 

The upraised eyes are hard with harder life. 
Unused to weep ; but as the prayer was done 
One big tear splashed upon the coffin-lid, — 
Loved Erin's tribute to her hero son! 



A CONFEDERATE TRUMPET 

UPTURNED BY A PLOWSHARE AFTER 
TWENTY-FOUR YEARS 

THY throat it was hoarse with the calling. 
And the sweat it froze on thy side, 
Congealed from the lips of the bugler, 
Still soft from the kiss of his bride. 
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Ay! they charged! through the white mist up- 

risingy 
Cut the smoke of the battle array, 
And the trumpet was dropped on his bosom. 
And the bugler plunged into the fray. 

Like the seething of waters tormented, 
Broke the surge of the Gray on the Blue. 
And the chalice of life poured its crimson 
On fields where the wild-flowers grew; 

Mingling Cavalier, Puritan, horsemen. 
And ranks in the fearful onslaught ; 
And the victory fell to the Southland, 
Though dearly the battle was bought. 

And they lay in the lines where the reaper 
Had mowed down the grain, — some ere bloom 
Had smiled on the crest, still unbearded, — 
But victory knelt in the gloom. 

Blow bugle! sound trumpet! awaken 
The shut ear of death — sound ye! speak! 
But the bugler looked up in the starlight, 
With one frozen tear on his cheek. 
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And thou? The swift years crowd about us — 

These are mem'ries, traditions, maybe; 

From the field blessed with peace and full 

harvest. 
The plowshare has brought thee to me. 

Poor throat, full of rust and of silence; 

Poor heart, where the shrill voice was crushed. 

In the din and confusion of battle. 

Where the wheels of the cannon had rushed. 

Sleep well! for thy dust is made holy. 
Ay, rest ! as the cycles drift by ! 
For thy voice was truth, and God-given, 
The grandeur of truth cannot die! 



WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY 

WHO lays a stone, or plants a tiny tree. 
Or sows a seed of truth with jealous 
care; 
Who does this in the name of liberty. 
Has breathed a patriot's prayer. 

'T is not the blare of trumpet that proclaims 
The bravest, truest deeds of valor done; 
Nor yet the highest shaft that bears the names 
Of greatest victories won. 
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We all were patriots, when the banners waved 
On high, to kiss a mellow land of peace; 
We all are soldiers with the country saved. 
When belching cannons cease. 

But when the day shall come, what means the 

wave 
Of starry flag against a stormy sky, 
If men have not the patriot's will to save. 
Or courage how to die? 

What means the boast, if there no works be found 
Commensurate with blind and trusting faiths? 
If these hoarse shouts that through the air resound. 
Proceed from hollow wraiths? 

If there be set upon the Nation's stair 
A crumbling god, whose blighting name is Self? 
Seek ye the light of patriotism there. 
Beside the spoils of pelf? 

Should there be need ! — God hold the fateful day 
In stumbling tardiness, where time is bom. 
Nor haste the call, but let the light, we pray. 
Meet every waking mom! 

Fling out the beauty of thy missal free. 
Oh! thou my Country Beautiful, and then 
Columbia, draw thy children to thy knee, — 
Thy heart has called for men! 
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Thou art the daughter of as pure a sire» 
As ever fathered nation of the earth; 
Thine is the heritage of holy fire, 
God-given, at his birth! 

Then yield thy homage ; 't is a little thing 
That we can lend to garland his bright scroll. 
Swing high the banners, bid the full time ring 
The deep bells of the soul. 

In his fair name, ring out the cries that rend, — 
The life of hopeless want and needless pain; 
The narrow, grinding labor that must bend 
Both youth and age, for gain. 

Bring in the dignity of labor, paid. 
Not wages that are doled like drops of life; 
Nor at the horny hands let honor fade. 
Nor right awaken strife. 

Blot out the hiss of anarchy that dwells 
In squalid places, brewing in the night. 
And break the decalogue of self, which tells 
That might makes even right. 

Cast out the fatted Pharisees, who fold 
Their robes about them, 'broidered with rust; 
Wring from the miser's hands ill gotten gold. 
But leave him all that 's just. 
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Yea, level thou the rank and file of men, 
Columbia, oh! thou daughter of the free,- 
Thy aristocracy is truth, and then 
Thy watchword, " Liberty ! 
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And let the keystone of thine arch be Lrove, 
And be the arch^ Humanity to Man. 
Thy deed to nations of the earth shall prove 
Thy Union's strength and span. 

Ay, keep this day, — a "holy day" by name, 
A white stone, as the drifting years pass on ; 
And 'neath a white seal, spotless keep the fame 
Of peerless Washington! 



MY SOUTH, MY SOUTH! 

BEND low, thou loved one, to my song of love. 
Thy child of battle, daughter of the storm. 
Whose infant years were cradled on thy shield, 
Whose wondering eyes saw first thine armored 
form. 

For I must sing thee, though thy fallen state, 

Left but a sword gleam, for a trusting smile; 

And gave the first print of my baby feet 

Unto the prison earth of Johnson's Isle. 
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Yea, I will sing thee, though my pipes forget, 
And voice sometime the strain thou knowest well ; 
Remember, love, thou couldst not close my ears 
Against the music of the whizzing shell. 

But if I pain thee with a martial prayer, — 
Mine first in war, mine last in mantling peace, — 
Lay thou thy soft hand on my throbbing heart. 
And bid the 'plaining of thy minstrel cease. 

Thou art mine own, my beautiful, my love! 
I blame thee not, what cloud may come to me ; 
I give my faith into thy trustful arms; 
All that I am, or hope, I yield to thee! 

Thy foot rests on the fairest spot of earth. 
Thine eyes are full of heaven's holy blue; 
The sunlit kiss of peace is on thy brow. 
Oh! thou mine own, the beautiful, the true! 

Let my right hand forget her tricks of art. 
Ere I conceal the faith that lies in me. 
And let my tongue forget to utter love. 
If I pay homage imto aught but thee! 

I trim my taper but to seek thy shrine. 
With thee I smile, with thee I breathe my sigh ; 
Yea, as thou goest, loved one, I will go. 
And when thou diest, — Beautiful, — I die! 
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A NATION'S DEAD 

(GARFIELD) 

^T*HE day dies softly, veiled with roseate gola'; 
^ A few white clouds, like phantom ships, float 

by, 

And fleck the vaulted height of ether blue, 
While Darkness lights the candles of the sky. 

The night at Elberon falls fair and clear. 
And Silence broods upon it like a dove; 
A dreamy beauty rests upon the shore. 
Made radiant by the beacon-lights above. 

The grand old ocean, ceasing from its toils, 
To-night sounds not its lash of angry strife. 
But sadly, with a low, weird monotone. 
It beats out, with a moan, the sands of life. 

The broken wheel rests in the dreary gloom. 
Death's sickle lies beside the garnered sheaves; 
The greatness of a Nation's hope is gone! 
Dead ! " fallen softly ere the autumn leaves ! 



« 



The solemn tongues of dead bells catch the sound. 
And wearily they mourn the night away; 
From North, South, East, and West the echo comes. 
While sackcloth greets the opening eye of Day. 

89 



Love Songs and Bugle Calls 

Dead! Dead! Can Nature mark our grief and 

smile? 
The sun that yesterday shone on his bloom 
To-day rests on a marbled, upturned face. 
To-morrow scatters sunbeams on his tomb. 



" My God ! '* a wife's heart breaks upon that 

cry! 
A mother's life-light dieth with the blow, 
And orphaned ones grieve bitterly their loss — 
Wife's, mother's, children's, — still a Nation's 

woe! 

The dead bells toll unto our stricken hearts, 
A Nation's tears are softly, sadly shed! 
The mother Earth holds out her shielding arms 
Wide open to receive our noble dead. 

Ay ! " dust to dust ! " Oh, God ! we falter here, — 
The darkness blinds us and we cannot see; 
We lose our way and stumble in the gloom 
Upon the bounds that hold) us back from Thee! 

Ah! dead! and dead tlie searing, bloody Past. 

We have forgiven, and forget we would; 

In this our coimtry's deepest woe to-day 

We clasp our hands, one common brotherhood! 
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Dead! yes! But love will weave a deathless 

wreath, 
The dewdrops, crystals from a Nation's tears; 
The echoes of his life shall come again, 
And roll amid the floodtide of the years! 



THE SONG OF THE PATRIOT 

Reunion Philadelphia Brigade and Army Northern 
Virginia at Washington, D. C, z8g6 

^T*HBY have comue from the South, from the 
^ sun-kissed palm, 

From the stately pine, by the Northern stream, 
And the Remnants of Fame in the Nation's 

calm 
Are gilding the height of the Nation's dream. 

And the drimi is still and the bugle sleeps. 
And the harvests glow from the fruitful sod. 
As the floating flag of the Union keeps 
The watch of hosts in the land of God. 

For this is the light of the days that be, 
Fromi the years of war and an age of grief; 
The whiteness of truth that spirits see, 
The beauty of life with the olive leaf. 
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No more shall the storm-washed skies be spanned 
With the cloud of war and its withering breath; 
No more shall the flower of life be fanned 
With a leaden flail on the floor of death* 

Though the hot hands met and bayonets gleamed, 
And the ranks went down like the winnowed grain, 
And the blood of brothers throbbed and streamed 
In the heat of hell and the molten rain; 

And the Gray met Blue and the Blue met Gray, 
On many a fearful, bloody plain ; 
The fever of strife has passed away. 
And only the deeds of the brave remain. 

Through the songs of the victor, a Rachel wept. 
With the pangs of defeat she moaned her loss. 
And by the wrecks of the carnage-swept. 
There died the hope of the Southern Cross. 

Through glittering steel and the land's black night. 
There rose the burst of the deathless stars. 
And the eagle screamed at its deiring flight. 
And the breezes laughed in its crimson bars. 

By the grounded arms and the useless blades 

Sleep the warrior-dead in the sacred sod. 

And the springtide blooms and the autumn fades 

For the Blue and Gray by the hills of God. 
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Go leave them there in the light aslant; 
Their valor lives in the days that be, — 
The laurel-crowned of the dauntless Grant, 
The cypress-wreathed of the peerless Lee. 

For the mother-heart shall be true alway, — 
The prowess of each she fondly wears; 
The jacket of blue and the jacket of g^ay 
Shall rest in the shrine of a nation's tears. 

So be with the dead ; but for those who press 
The wine of life on the autumn slope. 
The eventide of that light shall bless 
A welded land with a living hope. 

For stronger than clasp of a brother's hand, 
And deeper than vows that ear can heed, 
Is the higher thought that shall sweep the land 
From the blight of self and the curse of greed ! 

Oh! brothers, who tread the path of life. 
In the early snow that the frost-gleams bear. 
Your paeans of victory sound not strife, 
Your note of defeat is not despair! 

Oh! sturdy sons of the stalwart sires. 
Let " God and the Land ! " of the early days 
Trim the flame of your own white altar fires. 
With their simple faith and their honest praise; 
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On the purest ledge of a fame that wears, 

Keep the stars and stripes from the thoughts 

that stain, — 
And by the creed of the patriot's prayers. 
The deeds of their hands shall live again! 

Let the strength of the lurking vandal die. 
Inert, in the land of the true and good, 
And the flag of the Union blot the lie 
That would shatter the seal of brotherhood; 

And its folds shall gleam. through the living suns. 
With warp and woof, from the North and South, 
For Truth and Peace shall have spiked the guns. 
And met by the rusted cannon's mouth. 



THE WOMEN OF THE 
CONFEDERACY 

WAR has played the game of battles on the 
bloody Held of Mars, 
With Fate behind the masque of hope, for clashing 

Gray and Blue; 
And beside its broken altars, one has furled its 

stars and bars, — 
The whitest flower of chivalry that heraldry e'er 
knew. 
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And the knighthood of the Southland kept the 

niemory of its Cross, 
Above the bitter lees of life the darkened years 

have quaffed; 
For its spirit lives, invincible, beyond its woe and 

loss, — 
Its wassail bowl was valor, and immortal truth 

the draught! 

How they charged ! the whole world wondered at 

the thrilling battle stroke. 
In life's grandest panorama, like Crusaders they 

had come, — 
But knightlier far than legend e'er in song or 

story woke, 
For their Cross was love and honor and their Holy 

Grail was Home! 

What marvel, then, that nations heard and gave 

of their applause. 
Before the clash of right with might, of principle 

with gold, — 
That cradle and the grave were robbed to swell 

the living cause, 
That left upon the sodden field the grandest record 

told! 
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Fate won; and knew not Mercy in that awful 

molten blare. 
When the Southrons turned in sorrow from the 

smoking cannon's mouth. 
But the arms of love were round them, and above 

a grim despair 
Rose the voices of their vestals, — faithful women 

of the South 1 

Theirs were the hands that tied the sash and girt 

the blade so bright, — 
Theirs were the hearts that fared them forth, — 

the bravest of the brave! — 
Theirs were the feet that trod the loom from mom 

till weary night, 
And theirs the love that knelt in faith beside a 

warrior's grave! 

Far out upon the wrecks of love their cradle-songs 
were cast, — 

The songs of nursing mothers, as they wept the 
bloodstained shields; 

And hymned unto the boom of guns, the rattling 
of the blast. 

Their days of youth lie buried on forgotten battle- 
fields ; 
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But they builded in the twilight of their hopes, 

and of their fears, 
Love's memorial unto valor, that shall stand while 

time shall bide. 
Blent of springtime's crimson roses and the purity 

of tears — 
The Southron's glory-chaplet, for the victor's shaft, 

denied. 

And the wide world heard no murmur from the 
keepers of the shrine, — 

In the birth-throe of a nation nor the death-pang 
that it brought, — 

In the tending of the cypress that a faithful few 
will twine, 

When fate tramples down the laurels that a daunt- 
less people sought. 

Give the laurel to the victor, — give the song unto 

the slain! — 
Give the Iron Cross of Honor, ere death lays the 

Southron down! — 
But give to these, soul proven, tried by fire and 

by pain, 
A memory of their mother-love, that pressed an 

iron crown! 
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WANOLA OF THE COTTON 

The Natchez v^ere believed to have been of 
Aztec origin, driven out by ruder and stronger 
tribes, but perpetuating their religion in their 
adopted country which extended from Manshac 
to ^Vabash. 

Historians differ somewhat in regard to the 
amenities and refinements that existed among 
them, but French says: "All of the pleasures 
of refined society are observed among the great 
nobles; none of the rude manners of the sur- 
rounding nations, but all the comforts of life." 

See alsoClaiburne,Gayarr6, Squier,and Robert- 
son on the Southern Tribes. 
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WANOLA OF THE COTTON 

A STORY OF THE NATCHEZ 



SADLY droops his eagle crest upon him, 
Idly hangs the quiver from the branches, 
Broken are the arrows ere they flitted 
From the hostile hand of young Sehbohleh; 
Trills the mocking-bird across the woodland, 
Pipes the partridge calling to her yoimg ones, 
Darts the rabbit fleetly o'er his pathway, 
And the brown eyes of the timid roebuck 
Peer unfrightened from the tangled covert. 
Dead the scattered coals beside the wigwam, 
Gone the rippling laughter of Wanola, (i) 
Falls a hush upon the tribe of Natchez, 
For the trodden turf without the dwelling 
Knows no more the bride of young Sehbohleh. 
Calls in vain the piping to the hunter, 

(z) Cotton stalk. 
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Peers in vain the deer from out the covert, 
For the ear that hears them lists above them, 
And the eye that sees them looks beyond them, 
Far across the boundary of the Natchez, 
Where the hostile Creeks hold high their revels. 
Where the bride Wanola weeps a captive; 
And he sees the fair brow scarred and corded. 
And the soft arms lashed with thongs and pinioned ; 
Sees the idle feet upon the deerskin, — 
Willing feet that bounded oft to meet him, — 
Hears the moan from lips all drawn with anguish, 
Eire his loyal kiss had cooled upon them. 
Sees the blood that quivers ere it trickles 
From the bosom where his head had rested; 
And the eyes that see are dark with teardrops. 
And the eyes that gaze are bright with anger; 
Bends the bow above the tightened cording. 
Twangs the bowstring 'neath the speeding arrow, 
Leaps the brave into the tangled woodland. 
And the darkness of the coming twilight 
Bears a vow upon its sable pinions. 



II 

Softly breaks the day upon the village. 
Darkly curls the smoke above the altar. 
Dark with oaths that pledge the warrior's valor, 
Heavy with the weight of imprecation. 
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And the white robes of the seer Mominche (2) 

Rest upon the sacred knoll of Natchez; (3) 

Rest, as rest the clouds upon the mountain, 

Ere the rosy mist upon the river 

Rolls and breaks to greet the golden sunburst. 

Waits he there, his long arm pointed eastward. 

Where the first rays blush and dip and deepen. 

All his heart brimmed o'er with lamentation, 

All his muscles eager for the warfare. 

All his being yearning for the coming 

Of the golden god, his chieftain brother. (4) 

Slowly wear away the lagging moments. 

Slowly wreathes the smoke about the altar, 

Slowly wakes the Sun-God from his sleeping. 

Then a sudden burst of acclamation 

From the deep throat of the warrior Natchez; 

Nearer beats the tramping of the. horses. 

Dark the gathering cloud from out the westward. 

And the guiding arrows shot before them. 

Gleam and shriek athwart the morning sunlight. 



All the day the carnage poured its crimson. 
Filled the air with hail of poisoned arrows. 
Glutted field and bog with Creek and Natchez, 

(2) The priest, or seer, wore a white mantle, or robe, woven from the 
inner bark of the mulberry. 

(3) An elevation of earth where the faithful greeted the sunrise. 

(4) The sons of the tribe claimed the sun of the heavens as a higher 
chief and brother. 
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Yoked the softest breeze with whoop and death 

cry. 
Till it dropped, in terror of its burden. 
All the day, until the Great Chief signalled, 
All the twilight host from out the palace 
Nodded soft his own august approval. 
Dropped the veil upon his golden presence. 
Left the bloody battle undecided. 
Homeweird through the twilight tramp the horses, 
Weary, foam-flecked, bloody from the warfare; 
And the eager neigh is softly answered. 
Mingled with the voices of the women; 
And the curling smoke above the wigwams 
Bids a happy welcome to the village. 
But the heavy heart of Chief Sehbohleh, 
Eagle Hesirt of all the tribe of Natchez, 
Thrills not at. the chanting of his prowess. 
Stirs not at the numbering of trophies. 
Studding thick his 'broidery of deerskin. 
Sadly treads the lonely Chief among them. 
Sadly by the kneeling line of nobles. 
Sadly by the bended forms of warriors. 
By the wigwams, past th^ royal temple, (5) 
Where the crested eagles keep the vigil, — (6) 

(5) The temple of the Natchez was built on a mound eight feet high, and 
was thirty feet square. The inside was divided into two unequal com- 
partments, in the larger of which was a table or altar ; also the eternal or 
sacred fire. 

(6) The roof of the temple was slanting, and at its apex were three 
wooden eagles, facing east, the feathers painted white and red. 
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Straight before him, where the mystic altar 
Feeds undying flame, the Spirit's guerdon; (7) 
Kneels he there, in humble adoration, 
While the flames leap higher in the darkness — 
Kneels he there, and muteness speaks his pleading. 
For his woe has sealed his lamentation; . 
Lays he there the burden of his sorrow, — 
Rises with the wave of resolution — 
Leaves the sacrifice untouched, untasted, — (8) 
Bounds with all the grace of savage grandeur 
Out into the darkness, through the silence. 
And the mystic, midnight hushes, bending. 
Drooping o'er the sleeping Indian village, 
Hear a muflled hoof-beat through the darkness. 
Like a wave upon the distant seashore 
Washing on the sands, now full, — receding, — 
Like a roll of drum throbs down the silence 
Drifts the echo on hostile border. 
Over morass, sinking marsh, and fallow. 
Through the hunting-ground so still and sombre. 
Ringing now upon the rounded pebbles. 
Deadened where the pine-trees sow their needles. 
Sweeping like a shadow, like the night wind. 
Through the midnight of the gnarled magnolia ; 

(7) The fire on the altar, believed to have been lighted by the Great 
Spirit, was kept alive by eight old men, detailed for the purpose. Dire 
calamities were predicted for the Natchez, should it ever go out, and 
death was the punishment of the delinquent. 

(8) It was a custom of the chiefs to partake of the sacrifice after a 
battle. 
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Till their long hands drop the darkened petals, 
Like brown bowls filled up with honeyed dew- 
drops ; 
Till the gray moss, startled from its slumbers, 
Floats and waves adown the mystic passes. 
Beckons like the veiled arm of a priestess 
From the Way of Souls, — Tchi-pai-mas-ke-nau. 
Cease thy midnight 'plaining woodland chorist, (9) 
Cease the trill that thrills thy tiny bosom; 
Hearest thou the chant of sorrow, mourning 
Through the minor music of the marshes, 
Mingling with the melody of hoof-beats? 
" Hear, Oh ! Spirit of the Sunlight, — 
Sire of all the golden sunbeams. 
Father of thy humble children. 
Hear, Oh ! Great Chief, Holy Brother ! 
I have left the feast untasted, 
I have kept the fast, unbroken, - 
High above thy sacred altar 
Wreathes the sacrifice of victims. 
Hear, Oh! Great Sil, (10) hear my pleading, 
Let the morrow sound Baim-wa-wa, (11) 
Round the wigwams of Muskogee, (12) 
Let Pooloopooloonul, — lightning, — 
Blast the hunting-ground and forest, 

(9) The mocking-bird frequently sings all night, when the moon is 
shining. 

(10) Big Sun. (XI) War-cry. (12) Creeks. 
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For the numbers of Muskogee 

Give the Natchez sinew, prowess — 

Wah-Baim-wa-wa-Wah-Baim-wa-wa ! " (13) 

Softer floats the chant of young Sehbohleh, 

Breathing on the waning midnight watches, — 

" Hide thy floating locks. Oh! Kwasip, (14) 

Drop the veil upon thine eyelids. 

Lay thy head upon the bosom 

Of the great Earth-Mother, Darkness; 

Feel the muffled pulse of Silence, 

Press her finger on the lip-bow. 

Rend the dwelling-place of £k:ho. 

That the Earth may sleep in muteness" — 

" I am coming through the darkness. 

Oh! Wanola! Oh! Wanola! 

Hearest thou my horse's hoof-beats. 

Nearer, nearer, on the border? — 

I am coming, my beloved. 

From the wigwams of the Natchez — 

Never shall the boon of feasting 

Touch the portals of my being — 

Never shall the God of Slumber 

Lay the Rest Stone (15) on mine eyelids 

Till these arms are stretched before thee. 

Till thy woimds are healed with loving, 

(13) Wah— the god of fire — a mingled war-cry. 

(14) The moon — a lesser deity than the sun. 

(15) Used by the Indians for insomnia ; of the size, shape, and thickness 
of a small biscuit, possibly identical with the Fever Stone. 
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Till I hold thee to my bosom. 

Oh! Wanola! Oh! Wanola! 

Dead the glow without the wigwam,— 

Oh! Wanola! Oh! Wanola! 

And the lonely ghost of Sorrow 

Peereth from our empty dwelling. 

Would that I had died to save thee 

Ere the touch of Creek profaned thee. 

Bathed in blood the heart I gave thee. 

Oh! Wanola! Oh! Wanola! 

I am coming through the darkness. 

Oh! Wanola! Oh! Wanola! 

I am coming, my beloved. 

From the wigwams of the Natchez ! " 

Darkly glow the embers round the village, — 

Round the sleeping village of Muskogee; 

And the rustling leaves upon the branches 

Fold and clasp their tiny hands in silence; 

All the flowing, silvery locks of Kwasip 

Hide behind the sombre, clouded veiling. 

And the twinkling Tookul, (i6) softly blinking, 

Floats, and drops adown the misty darkness. 

Through the shade, within a land of shadows. 

Glide the stealthy footsteps of Sehbohleh — • 

Laying now his eager ear to earthward. 

But to hear the breathing of the silence — 

Turning now to soothe the foaming Kodic, 

(z6) star. 
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Tethered in the darkness of the live oak; 
Stealing down the tented line of dwellings^ 
Weaving in and out the Indian village — 
Waiting not» nor pausing, lest his footstep 
Leave its image in the clay behind him, — 
Halting not until the mystic circle 
Round the royal wigwam lay before him. 
Fleet, as springs the deer, from out the covert. 
Fleetly through the doorway bounds Sehbohleh, 
All his sinews tightened as his bowstring. 
All his muscles flinted as the arrows. 
Newly pointed, waiting in his quiver; 
Seeks he there the form of his beloved, 
Creeping low upon the couch of deerskin. 
Hears he there her wailing moan of sorrow 
Breaking through the thin, drawn lips, in slumber ; 
Feels the thongs upon the slender ankles. 
Where the proud flesh swelled to hide profaning. 
And the scars upon the naked bosom, 
Where her veins had wept their ruddy tear- 
drops. 
Swooping, like an eagle from his eerie, 
Beating back the horror-cry that rends him, — 
Stifling with his lips her moan of anguish. 
Speeds Sehbohleh with his precious burden. 
Not a twig breaks 'neath his flying footstep. 
Not a pebble rolls to stay his fleeing. 
Not a sound falls on the breathing stillness; 
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Till the ancient grove of mighty live oak 
Like a lowering cloud rolls up before him, 
Till the restless Kodic, watching, waiting. 
Sniffing comradeship within the darkness. 
Neighs a welcome to the coming footsteps; 
Breaks the mystic spell that lay around them, • 
Wakes the savage watch-dogs of Muskogee. 
Then a single yell from out the village 
Echoes and re-echoes to the border, 
And the lagging daybreak shows the archers, 
Pricked like ink spots on the gray horizon. 
Pouring out from wigwam and from covert. 
Like an upheaved colony of ant hills. 
Onward, onward, speeds the startled Kodic, 
'Neath the lashing arm of young Sehbohleh, 
Skimming like a swallow o'er his courses. 
Scarcely conscious of his double burden. 
Gaining now the Muskogee upon him. 
Full the misty air with horrid clamor. 
And the whizzing heads of poisoned arrows 
Press like sleuth hounds close upon his fetlocks. 
Bends Sehbohleh o'er the prize before him, 
Shielding with his form the bride Wanola, 
Breathing in her ear some sweet assurance. 
Rising now to spur his flying charger. 
With the ringing, " Onward ! onward, Kodic ! 
Thou and I can never die as captives ! " 
Plunges on, and on, the wary Kodic, 
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Veering not, until the stinging arrows 
Cut the flank, and bend the straining sinew. 
Fling him back upon his trembling haunches. 
Soothing with caress the anguished Kodic, 
Turns the lissome form of brave Sehbohleh, 
Gazing on the savage horde advancing, 
As the horrid yell breaks high above him. 
Turns, but as he turns the dusky bosom 
Feeds the sharp points of the whizzing volley. 
Twangs his bending bow of lithe acacia. 
Speeds his arrows with an aim unerring. 
Arrows hot and ruddy with his life blood. 
And the foremost archers, grinning, yelling, 
Leap before the storm of single combat, — 
Leaping, but to bite the dusty bosom 
Of the grim, Earth-Mother, tread the pathway 
Down the Way of Souls, — Tchi^pai-mas-ke-nau. 
Backward falls the broken line of archers, 
Onward beat the faltering hoofs of Kodic, 
Blood of horse and rider darkly mingling 
In a ruddy trail stretched far behind them. 
Till the glazing eye of Chief Sehbohleh 
Looks upon the fainting form before him, 
Then upon the regal eastern radiance, — 
On the white robes of the old Mominche, 
Cut against the opal-tinted splendor. 
Sees with swimming ball his trusted Natchez, 
Hears with deadened ear the shout proclaiming 
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Loyal welcome to the Royal Rising, 
As the voice — the voice that had betrayed him — 
Neighs a plaintive farewell to the Chieftain, 
And the faithful Kodic sinks beneath him, — 

To the ending of his mission — faithful. 
Never shall the sleek neck, proudly arching, 
E^ger bend to sniff the coming battle; 
'Never shall the fleet hoofs, swift, unerring. 
Bear again the prowess of the Natchez — 
Sealed the flaming fire of his irids — 
Dead — but Kodic might not die, a captive! 

Ill 

Fades the day upon the solemn landscape, 
Call the dirges through the whispering pine-trees. 
Sigh the prisoned zephyrs in the hedges. 
Tangling in the locks of yellow jasmine; 
Not a shadow cleaves the mellow moonbeams. 
Spinning through the mist their silver ladder. 
Save the drooping of an eagle pinion. 
Flitting o'er the village of White Apple. (17) 
Idle hangs the quiver where the spider 
Ties with silken threads the useless arrows. 
And the bowstring loosened from its tension, 
Mourns upon the lissome bow, unbended. 

(17) Natchez. 
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There is sorrow in the land of Natchez, 
There is wailing in the solemn temple; 
Heavy rest the warriors on their lances, 
Mourning, grieving for the fallen Chieftain. 
Through the long moon sleeps the young Seh- 

bohleh, 
Moving not upon his bed of deerskin; 
Icy are the shadow hands that hold him, 
Frozen are the shadow chains that bind him. 
And the deep mouths of the wounds upon him. 
Open wide their cold blue lips in sorrow. 
Hears he not the chanting of his people. 
Hears he not the mourning of the women, 
Hears he not the wailing of Wanola, 
Feels he not the symbol (i8) on his forehead. 
Writ by old Mominche's trembling finger. 
In the warm blood dripping from her bosom. 
From the wounds of love her hand had rended. 
Through the long moon grieves the wife, Wanola, 
Mourning on the bosom of her lover. 
Wailing out upon the lonely hilltops. 
Till the eyes of love are dim with weeping. 
And the arms of love but waste in sorrow. 
Stretching o'er the hollow Vastness, calling 
Down the Way of Souls, Tchi-pai-mas-ke-nau ; 

(x8) It wras the custom for the priest to make a mysterious sign upon 
the forehead of a dead warrior with his finger,, dipped in the warm blood of 
some one dear to the departed, that the soul might not be molested by evil 
spirits. 
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" Heavy wear the ways of life upon me, 

S<^bohleh, Oh! Sehbohleh! 

Empty are the arms that sadly seek thee. 

Through the long night watches, sad with silence; 

And the gifts that press thy lips, imtasted. 

Crumbling, clamor of the old moon's waning. 

Oh I Sehbohleh I 

Seest thou the red blood drops upon thee? 

Sehbohleh, Oh! Sehbohleh! 

Come unto this woimded breast, my husband. 

Oh! Sehbohleh! 

Come, else take the life the Great Sil gaveth — - 

Life, that life, I would not keep without thee, — 

Quickly come from out the way of shadows. 

Oh! Sehbohleh! 

Weary wears thy dream upon my sleeping, 

Sehbohleh, Oh! Sehbohleh! 

And the startled pulses leap in terror, — 

Oh! Sehbohleh! 

Heavy press the burdens of my grieving. 

And the tiny heart beneath my girdle. 

Gives its first throb to an earth-born sorrow; 

Grieves within his cell, thy unborn chieftain. 

Oh! Sehbohleh! 
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IV 

Gravely bends the Ancient Seer, Mominche, — 
Lays the quivering victim on the altar. 
Bows he, northward, eastward, southward, west- 
ward, (19) 
Looking on the wan face of Wanola, 
Kneeling sadly in the misty dawning 
Now upon the rosy East's horizon. 
Where the laggard sun-god still is sleeping. 
Then upon the entrails of the victim 
Speaks the solemn oracle of Natchez : 
"Long thou grievest comfortless, my daughter. 
Long thy pleadings dropped to earth unheeded. 
But the Great Sil bendeth now to hear thee, — 
Speaketh to thee through his humble Ancient. (20) 
Cast thy selfish aims behind thee. 
Hearken Oh ! thou bride of Natchez, 
Plead not for thyself, thy husband. 
Or thy issue, — but thy people. 
Thou hast held thy haughty presence, 
Far above them, far beyond them; 
And thy flowing midnight tresses. 
Whiting, bleaching now with sorrow. 
Hath bred envy in thy sisters. 
Thou wouldst win thy brave Sehbohleh, 

(zg) Obeisance to the four winds of heaven. 

(ao) Cognomen of the priests or wise men of the tribe. 
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From the gate-way of the Shadows. 

Thou shalt make an humble off ering. 

Bend that proud head low before them. 

Grovelling in thy humble shameness; 

Reft of all thy flowing beauty, 

Thou shalt wear the veil of Silence, 

Whitened for thy purifying, — (21) 

And when Kwasip rests her foot palm, 

Highest on her silver ladder. 

Thou shalt leave the braves below thee. 

By the mighty river's rolling. (22) 

Thou shalt cast the severed tresses. 

On the highest barren hilltop, — 

Northward, eastward, southward, westward. 

Fear thou not, Wanola, daughter. 

Thou shalt do a deed of glory. 

Thou shalt win thy love, Sehbohleh, — 

Sweet shall be the praise of nations. 

I will smile and bless my people." 

• .•••.• 

Gently turns Mominche from the altar, — 
Gently turns, to give the Ancient's blessing. 
Then his long strides leave the scene behind him, 
Leave the victim smoking on the altar, 

(2x) The women of the Natchez were noted for their beauty and very 
long hair reaching to knees and ankles, and worn flowing. 

It was a disgrace for a woman to be shorn or to lose her hair. In such 
a case she wore a white covering on her head, separated herself, and main- 
tained for a certain period an unbroken silence. 

(2a) The Mississippi. 
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Leave the widowed kneeling in the temple. 
Leave Wanola to her solemn vigil. 

V 

Higher swings the mellow Kwasip» climbing 
Up the misty stairway of the midnight; 
Higher leap the red flames of the Council, 
Hooding all the hilltops like a halo — - 
Like the promise of a fairer dawning. 
Falleth shadows on the checkered barring, 
Toileth footsteps up the sloping pathway, — 
And the red gleam glints the earnest faces. 
Lights the bending form of man and woman, 
Cuts the white-robed figures on the darkness, (23) 
Like pale wraiths from out the Way of Shadows. 
Lowly bows the veiled head of the woman, — 
Softly sweeps the mantle of the priesthood. 
Like the gray moss trailing in the village. 
From the long arms of the swaying pine tree ; 
Sowing, northward, eastward, southward, west- 
ward; 
And the spirits of the night wind, Napp6, 
Reap with ghostly hands a silken harvest. 
And the reedy pipes of tangled marshes. 
Float the echo of the mellow chanting: — 

(23) The dress of the vvomen was a white linen robe extending from 
shoulders to ankles, spun and v^^oven from wild hemp and the inner bark 
of the mulberry. The priest or seer wore a mantle of the same material. 
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" We go out upon the hilltops ; (24) 

Our days are passed away in sorrow — 

Our lamentations fill the earth. 

And our tears have watered the cornfields — 

Sil. 

We heard a voice within the darkness, calling, 

* Aleksandiste tza/ (25) 

We laid our hearts upon the Earth for comfort. 

But thorns sprung up, and wounded our bosoms, 

Sil. 

Our feet that leaped before thee like young does, 

Now drag like creeping things upon the path of 

sorrow ; 
Our bones are crumbled with our mourning. 
And our flesh is consumed with grief, — 
Sil. 

Consider thou the subject of our mourning — 
Sil. 

Breathe thou the fire of thy being in his nostrils, — 
Wah-wah. 

Give thou again, thy Chieftain to his people, 
Oh ! Great Sil." 

Softly fade the haloes of the hilltops ; 
Softly die the fires of the Council, 
And the winds of dawning, chill with dew drops. 
Sigh around the wigwam of Sehbohleh. 
Melted are the frozen chains that bound him, 

(24) Incantation. See Schoolcraft. (25) God. 
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And the stiffened sinews, thrilled with being, 
Seek and grope upon the lowly deerskin. 
Glides a shadow from the outer darkness, — 
Breathes a sigh that wotteth not of dawning; 
Then the lips of love meet love with loving, — 
Then the arms of love meet love with proving. 
And a veiled head rests upon his bosom. 

Brightly gleams the armor of the dawning. 
Lifts the sun-god grandly from his slumber. 
Casting down a thousand golden arrows. 
From the wide mouth of his rainbow quiver. 
Pausing now upon the rosy ladder. 
Soft he turns to give his royal greeting; 
He will not forget his mourning people; 
He, Great Sil, will yet remember Natchez. 
Gently falls the whisper of the monarch. 
Like the droning zephyr of the summer. 
Floating 'round the Hill of Incantation, — 
And the South Wind, bending low to listen. 
Lifting up his mellow horn of welcome, 
Turns — and lo ! the sunbeams of the waste-lands. 
Kiss a snowy field of fleecy cotton! 
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TWO LITTLE SHOES 

HE gave the fulness of His wondrous love. 
Laid hands uppn the sick and raised the 
dead, 
Filled up the empty place of earthly need. 
E'en though He had not where to lay His weary 
head. 

Then pity these, Oh! Jesus of the poor! 

The weakling lambs that cry within the ditch. 

Or shiver in their rags beside the door 

That leads up to the temple of the godly rich. 

Yea, pity such as these, two little shoes. 
So worn and ragged, waiting at the gate. 
With wonder for the blessing of the time. 
That marvels at the worship of the godly great. 

Two little shoes — their pearled rims press to 

greet 
The bitter cold and slush of snow and earth, 
A tiptoe in the outer darkness there. 
To hear the message of the lowly Saviour's birth. 

The " In Excelsis Deos " swell and rise — 
Yea, quiver even through the churchyard sod; 
The thrice blessed candles on the altaf gleam. 
And low swung censers lift hosannahs up to God. 
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Poor little shoes! God seems so far away, 
In all the pomp and splendor — far from these ; 
They never even knew the Christ Child came, 
E'en though we sent the message o'er the distant 
seas. 

We feel the baby forms that press our knees. 
And thank the Father for the Child that came ; 
Thy blessing in its fulness overflows; 
Oh! God, we give Thee thanks, we praise Thy 
holy name! 

We see. Oh ! Lord ! the scum upon the earth. 
That cumbers goodly ground with want and sin ; 
Some timely season we will reach a hand. 
But now. Oh ! Lord ! for joy, we may not let them 
in; 

But pity, Lord, the squalid, wretched poor. 
Wrapped in the loathsome rags of want and 

crime ; 
Put bread into the hungry mouths that cry. 
Until our busy hands can find a better time. 

Two little shoes beside the temple gate, 
For them, for all the earth, dawn comes apace; 
Poor tired shoes, a speck upon that earth, 
A quivering atom in God's mighty, boundless 
space. 
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But they have heard the message, — caught the 

gleam, — 
Like as the sparrow finds the wayside crumb; 
So little light, and yet enough to fill 
The tiny soul, e'en though the poor pinched lips 

are diunb; 

And they would go — the journey must be far — 
To reach the haven of that love-kissed land; 
But ah, no cold, no pain, no hunger there. 
And He would know her, find her, even take her 
hand! 

Poor little shoes ; Ah ! Christ ! how could we know 
Thy little one in anguish lay so near; 
We raised Thy Glorias unto the skies. 
They filled our hearts, our thoughts. Ah ! God ! we 
could not hear! 

She lieth close beside the altar stair. 
The spark is Thine, the tender mercies, whose? 
For Ah ! the tiny feet have journeyed far. 
And left to earth two ragged little shoes. 
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CHRIST IS BORN 

WHO would robe Him in the purple sheen 
of royalty to-day. 
If He came to us as once He came in olden 

Bethlehem? 
Who but the watching shepherds would behold 

the matchless ray. 
If it shone in grandeur's loneliness, as once it 
shone to them? 

But we praise Him with the chorists in the high 
cathedral stall, 

As they pour the grand Te Deums on the crisp- 
ing wintry air; 

And we tell the poor and ragged that the Christ 
Child comes to all, 

Though we jostle them in contrast at the holy 
altar's stair. 

Pity, Lord, the weights that hinder all the 

homage we can pay. 
The richness of our wrappings and the carded 

wool of ease! 
Lift the cankering dross of worldliness. Oh! 

Christ Child! while we pray. 

That our souls may hear the harmonies attuned 

to heavenly keys! 
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"Let us feel Thy sacred Presence on the day that 

gave Thee birth, 
As side by side, low kneeling, humble rich and 

humble poor; 
Give to us the crumbs of comfort with the lowly 

of the earth, 
Leave the precious sign of promise on the lintel 

of our door. 



We are children still. Oh! Jesus! all despite our 

wrongs and tears. 
The thorny pressings of the flesh, the ashen 

clouds that fall; 
As children still. Oh! Father! lend Thy greeting 

to the years. 
That we may know in very truth, the Christ 

Child comes to all! 



A PSALM FOR NINETEEN-FOUR 

LIFT up, ye range of everlasting hills, 
Ring out, forgotten music of the spheres. 
Unfold, ye virgin train, attendant still. 
Against the dark seal of the cycled years. 
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A Psalm for Nineteen-four 

Oh! Cherubim and Seraphim that cry 

By day and night around the great white throne, — 

Oh ! silver-winged Ariel, give back 

To dulled and earthly ears the raptured tone. 

For we who live, but stand on Nebo's height, 
And gaze with humbled eyes, half dim with 

shame, 
From wrecks our hands have left upon the past. 
To where the horns of dawn-tipped promise flame. 

Jehovah ! Thou art God, — we cry to Thee, — 
Back from the primal mom our voices rise; 
Jehovah-jireh, blot the Eden page. 
And look in ours, as in Thy Adam's eyes. 

Forgive the doubting acts of foolish hearts. 
Forgetful that Thy hand would shield from harm; 
Beshrive those who have closed the golden year. 
With brunt of war and sounding clash of arms. 

We question of the skies, for rumors drop 
Like sharpened stones upon the path of youth; 
Clear Thou these pebbles of confusing doubt. 
Give us to see the sureties of truth. 

Bum with Thy word the tangled creeds that fret 
The stumbling feet of children at Thy skirt; 
Turn back the wisdom of the sage who prates 
A blatant dogma to his brothers' hurt. 
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Give Thou this new-born thing to us for peace; 
Beneath the shields of warring nations find, 
Touched by Thy finger, scourged and purified, 
The brotherhood of every humankind. 

Thou art Jehovah of the quick and dead ; 
The passion-swept, the dreamers in the sod ; 
Who art the King Almighty, Lord of Hosts, 
Be Thou, through faith, our Father and our God! 



THE BELLS OF THE SOUL 

THEY drift from the moss where the deep 
shadows sleep, 
Where the embers are dead in the sod. 
As the past of the gray world lies tented and still 
On the hills where her armies have trod. 

From the past, to the uttermost ends of the earth. 
By the veil of an unstriven goal, 
For the ringers that bend in the shadowy night 
Are ringing the bells of the soul. 

Our hearts are the altars that lift in the gloom. 

By the white light of love that will bum. 

When the candle of fame shall be charred at the 

ends. 
And chaos and darkness return. 
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Unheard is the tone in the struggle and surge 
Of the world in its mad race for life, 
For it comes to the silent who sitteth apart, - 
And kneels in the shadow of strife. 

The belfry is hid in the temple of God, 

And the gates of the soul open wide, 

For the priests are our own, and the censer they 

swing. 
Is the love of the Christ-purified. 

They drift from the sod where the rain and the 

dew 
Drop down on the violet's head, — 
And the shadowy sweep is the passage of souls, 
For the ringers that serve are the dead. 

They have platted a scourge from the ropes of 

the past, 
For the changers of money are there. 
And our hands have polluted the temple of God, 
With the sellers of doves on the stair. 

They have driven us out, and the robes that we 

wore 
Lie low by the altar of prayer. 
Where the blood print was made by the finger of 

God, 

And the sins of the earth aire laid bare, 
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Be still, Oh! thou world! with thy woe and thy 

tears ; 
Canst hear the sweet melody roll? 
For the ringers that bend in the shadowy night 
Are ringing the bells of the soul. 

Let it break through the crusts and the frosts of 

the years, 
Let it fall on the waste and the wild; 
Let it come like a thought from the cradle of 

dreams, 
As it comes to the heart of a child. 



GETHSEMANE 

YEA, come into the garden, Oh ! my soul ! 
The hour is dark, the midnight beckons 
thee; 
Through sighing olives, wringing their soft hands. 
The message comes, my soul, to thee and me. 



Yea, come into the garden, Oh ! my soul ! 

The flesh is weary and the cheek is wet, — 

Yea, come, — there shines the same star white 

and clear, 

That rests, unsleeping, over Olivet. 
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What though the way is hard, and on thy woe 
The storm and flash of human vengeance burst, 
Yea, come into the garden, Oh! my soul! 
For thee, the gentle Jesus sought it first. 



THE BROTHERHOOD OF MAN 

npHEY sing of bells, these poets of the land, 
^ Of old and new, between the cycle's span. 
How can they stir the nation's pulsing heart, 
Until they ring the brotherhood of man? 

Until a just divining rod be laid 

To mark the line of caste from door to door; 

Until the turner ceases at the wheel 

That grinds the starved pinched faces of the poor. 

Until the rusty lock and iron bar 

Are oiled from the widow's humble cruse; 

Until the interest on the note of love 

Is more than recompense to those that lose; 

Until a newer code be writ for men 

Who see, unmoved, a brother moan for bread; 

Then ring from tightened reins a tardy dole. 

To drop upon the clay when life has fled. 
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'Tis scanty justice to the deeds of hearts, 
Those proud, white marbles that their hands may 

rear. 
And colder, blanker than the life that fades 
Without the record of an honest tear. 

There's more of good within the world than 

seems. 
There 's more of love if men would let it in ; 
Then cast a bell of broader, deeper tone. 
And make in truth the hearts of men akin. 

To make the world no hollow, empty boast, 
A bubble on the lips of those that die, 
A fabled figment of a selfish heart, 
A silken web upon a polished lie. 

I say again with ruder speech and verse 
Than follows on a poet's honeyed tongue. 
How ^an they stir the nation's heart until 
The common brotherhood of man be rung? 

HEREAFTER 

HEREAFTER, we shall know what to our 
eyes 
Has seemed as frowning shadow, dark and grim. 
Was but the beam that in our vision lay, — 
And cloud was not, and sunlight never dim. 
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Hereafter, we shall feel the silent thought, 
That died, unspoke, within a loved one's breast, 
And we can lift the vain regret that lived. 
And give at last, the restless spirit, rest. 

Hereafter, we shall know the boon we craved 
Lies not in holding, but in seeking well; 
And all the comfort that our hearts can keep. 
Is but the message that we strove to tell. 

Hereafter, we shall love, and being loved 
Shall find the interest on the debt we pay; 
And know that all the wealth that we can hoard 
Is but the alms of love we gave away. 

Hereafter, we shall hear, where discords dwelt 
The diapason harmony of souls, — 
The voice of nature speaking to her God, — 
The voice of God, that in the whirlwind rolls. 

Hereafter, we shall see the truth arise. 
Above the mists that gather cold and gray. 
The ray of faith break through the pregnant East, 
And waiting for the sign, shall know 'tis day. 
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PROVIDENCE 

THERE are roses for each, in the thorn-crown 
of life, 
If only we troubled to find them ; 
There are shadows and shades on the breast of 

the lake. 
But the ripples are dimpling behind them. 

There are sighs for the hearts that are lightest 

to-day, 
There are smiles for the eyes that are weeping; 
There's a promise of fruit in the tree's tender 

hands. 
Though the snow of her blossom is sleeping. 

There is sunshine and love for the soul that will 

trust. 
There are tears, briny tears, for the doubter; 
Shall the moon, when she turns her white face 

from our gaze. 
Weep and wonder what we do without her? 

There are woes and regrets in each life's crucifix, 

But a sweet Christ looks out on each sorrow, 

And the clouds that pour sleet on the bowed 

head to-day, 

May weave it a nimbus to-morrow. 
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"DPCi UNTO DAY 

TT^AY unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Peace, 
**^ Calm the unresting heart, bid doubting 

cease ; 
Not that the courage shrinks from sleet of tears. 
Not that the soul would quail 'neath surge of 

years; 
But that a calm may come, storm some time 

cease. 
Day unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Peace. 

Day unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Rest, 
Hear Thou the faltering tone, give what is best; 
Like as the swallows come at set of sun. 
Soft as the shadows fall when day is done. 
So let Thy blessing drift deep on the breast. 
Day unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Rest. 

Day unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Love, 
Bend Thou, O Kindly One, soft from above; 
Crumbs from Thy boundless wealth we humbly 

crave, 
Dust from Thy feet that may bloom at the grave. 
Faith — for the way is dark — guide us, we rove. 
Day unto day, O Lord, give us Thy Love. 
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VASHTI 

THERE is feasting in Shushan, the palace, 
Where dwells Ahasuerus the bold; 
And the blood from the heart of the vineyard 
Flows dark through the vessels of gold. 

There is revel in Shushan, the palace, 
Mirth rings o'er the pavements of light. 
To die in the 'broidery of arras, 
Aglow in their purple and white. 

There, the glory of Media and Persia — 
The grandeur that is, was, has been — 
But the radiance of King Ahasuerus 
Falls not upon Vashti, the Queen! 

Alone, and the white stars above me, 
Look down with a pitiless stare; 
The long grasses shake 'neath my footfall. 
The night wind plays soft through my hair. 

The mantle that robed me in splendor. 
Is cast with the jewels — 'tis meet — 
For the crest of the diadem royal, 
But presses the dust at my feet. 
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I can hear the swift tread of the dancers^ 
Tfie laughter of merriment ring; 
The strain of mellifluent music 
That falls on the ear of the King. 

Should he bid me again, should I hearken? 
Could Vashti, the queenly, forget 
The pleadings of Vashti, the woman — 
The depth where her signet is set? 

To come where the flush of the wine-cup 
Burns red; to be vaunted, a thing 
To be gazed on, — a kingly possession, 
Like amulet, anklet or ring? 

A queen over orgie and revel, 
Where wine maketh merry till morn? 
Nay, nay! these hot pulses within me 
Tell not half of the meed of my scorn ! 

• • • •■ • • • 

No more shall these soft arms enfold him. 
To give back the love that he gave; 
No more; for this heart may be broken. 
But may not be bent as a slave! 

I go! Through the broad realm, ere dawning. 
Like the blare of a tnunpeter's blast ; 
The curse will have gone out before me, — 
Memucan's decree shall have passed. 
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I go; with the mantle upon me^ 
My womanhood only can bring, 
And leave it to History imveiled, 
That Vashti came not to the King! 



THE KEEPERS OF THE SEAL 

T SING the song of labor, of the lowly smelling 

^ soil, 

The whirling of the spindle and the whirring of 

the wheel; 
The hand that guides the plowshare and the 

nigged son of toil, — 
The sinews of the country and its weal. 

For the pulses of the nation beat within the sturdy 

arms 
That are bared before the anvil, or they wear an 

humble guise; 
And the sentinels of liberty, the shields from 

war's alarms. 
Are wholesome hearts and honest seeing eyes. 

Those who feel the sweat of labor, ere they break 

the wage of bread. 

Nor covet goods beyond the pale that bounds an 

honest reach; 
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But give to God the glory and the thanks that 

they are fed. 
And rather Iwe a principle than preach. 

Ah! God of Heaven! pity for the chilling drops 

that creep 
In tortuous threads, where living strength should 

swell the nation's veins; 
The sloth that cumbers progress, and the useless 

drones who steep 
The curse that follows idle hands and brains. 

I sing the song of labor for the keepers of the 

seal. 
For a new day broke in radiance on the warders 

of the land ; 
Clearer thought to those who ask it, heaping 

store to those who kneel; 
To the sons of stalwart heart and homy hand. 
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PESTILENCE 

HE walks alone, — her bloated face unveiled 
Above the glitter of her serpent's cloak, — 
And by the slimy pool she makes her pause, 
Where dark, unholy things the squatted toads 
do croak. 
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She haunts the shade where gnarled trunks reveal 
Their tortured hideousness in every part, — 
To breathe the sickly vapors that arise. 
Where damp and rottenness have eaten out the 
heart. 

And where her foot hath pressed, the long, dank 

grass 
Shakes with a noisome, chill, infectious breath; 
And in the dark lagoon, the shivering owl, 
Adown the night, winds out her clarion greeting, 

"Death!'* 

The song is hushed, within the cypress swamp, 
And bird and butterfly flit to and fro. 
In drooping sadness, for there 's none may thrive, 
But cold and slimy things, that on the belly go! 

LfO! where a fair Arcadian dream had sprung. 
The grim form halts, to taint the spicy breeze. 
To give the black kiss, touch with ashen blight 
The golden fruitage of a new Hesperides. 

Above her head, hoarse swing her castanets. 
The trophies of a thousand reptile parts; 
She comes, with horrid reel and thirst unslaked. 
To press the red wine from a thousand human 
hearts! 
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She bends with gloating leer, upon the hosts 
All fallen, where her charnels grim, arise, 
To pour her clinging dews in death distilled. 
That with their horrid stenches cry unto the 
SKies* • 

All through the night the dead car rattles o'er 
The same harsh requiem on the stony street; 
All through the day the dead move on, move on. 
Above the shuffling of the bearers' faltering feet. 

Nor latch, nor bolt, nor lock, nor bar can stay 
The fevered hand, that seeks a sacrifice, — 
Nor human love, all bared and bleeding, cheat 
The vengeful, loathsome priestess of her chosen 
prize! 

Ruin and chaos, — chaos, dearth and death! 
The blade of fear falls broadly over all — 
That shining steel that strips the souls of men — 
To brand in very nakedness the great and small! 

The priestess must be slain! Yea, human hearts. 
Cry unto Heaven, wait not, cry again. 
Yea, call afar for purifying flame. 
As ye would cry, as ye would pray for cooling 
rain! 
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BEACHED 

Accdrding to a superstitious observance among certain 
fisher-folk, the recovered boat of a drowned fisherman has 
ended its sphere of usefulness, and is beached, with curses 
and solemn imprecations by the assembled neighbors. 

T^HEY have left her all alone, with her keel 

^ turned to the sun; 
They have left her, with a curse, for the deed 
that she has done. 

Only sunbeams lave her sides as they float out to 
the west; 

Only sand-drifts kiss the bow, where the spark- 
ling wave has pressed. 

E^^en little children pause and grow silent, with 

great eyes. 
To point their rosy hands in awe upon her where 

she lies. 

The laden boats go by with their snowy sails 

outspread ; 
The merry laughter echoes on the shore beside 

the dead; 

Not a thought from those who prized her, that 

she knew well, face to face ; 

Not a glance upon the sea-starved one, so lonely 

in disgrace. 
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They have left her all alone, with her keel turned 

to the sun; 
They have left her, with a curse, for the deed 

that she has done. 

Throughout the long night, waves sob the tale 

unto the tide; 
And she writhes in her anguish, and she moans 

in her pride. 

And her strong heart-timbers shrink through the 

quivering summer day. 
And the thirsty beams cry out for one touch of 

salty spray. 

They have left her all alone, with her keel turned 

to the sun; 
They have left her, with a curse, for the deed 

that she has done. 

Oh ! the pity in the fisher's hut, where lights bum 

dim and low! 
Oh! the great nets idly drying as the swift tides 

come and go! 

Oh! the empty platters waiting when the oaken 

board is spread! 

Oh! the rude hearts broken, breaking, with the 

breaking of the bread! 
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Back she came, with ragged mainsail, plowing 

through a veil of foam, 
Like a frightened steed a-quiver, pressing for the 

gates of home; 

In the roar and in the tempest she had weathr 

ered through the gale, 
But her humble sun-browned lovers came not 

back beneath her sail. 

They have left her all alone, with her keel turned 

to the sun; 
They have left her, with a curse, for the deed 

that she has done. 



A TOAST 

To Mark Twain on his seventieth birthday/ Read at 

the birthday dinner. 

TJACK of the Now, with its filmy veil, 
^^ (You'll find him somewhere still) 
There 's a barefoot boy with a stone-bruised heel, 
And a birdnote in his trill. 

He knew how poverty built her nest, 

Where sorrow had dwelt with pain; 

He had felt the cry of a broken heart, 

And the sunshine after the rain. 
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And it came to his heart as a prayer might come, 
Or the dew that the flowers quaff. 
That the drudging old world was poor and sad. 
For the simple boon of a laugh. 

Men passed him by in the maddened race 
For glory and fame and gold; 
But the barefoot boy with the stone-bruised heel 
Went whistling as of old. 

Back of the Now are the graves of the Past 

That are lost in regret and tears; 

And the men that sought fame and the men that 

sought gold 
Are hid by the dust of the years. 

But the barefoot boy with the stone-bruised heel 

Who whistled and dreamed the while, 

He has girdled the earth with his name and 

fame, — 
Made the whole of the wide world smile. 

So here 's to him now, in his merriest mood, 
A wizard of joy to men; 

To the sunshine he chased in the comers of life. 
And here's to his threescore and ten! 
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DEWDROPS 



BRIGHTER than gem on the brow of the royal, 
They 'broider the hem of the robe of the 
Morning ; 
Richer than red drops that gleam in the wine- 
cup, 
They silver the tops of the blossoms of dawning; 

The earth-stars hold 
The mellow gold 
Flung by the sunbeam to kiss the fair crysmals. 
They shatter the stream of the pale yellow bar- 
ring; 
Breaking the shaft of the tiny moat arrows. 
They dimple and laugh at the sunlight's gay 
warring. 

II 

Clinging to kiss the pink cheeks of the daisy, 
They shimmer like diamonds amid the sweet 

clover. 
Brimming with nectar the lily's white chalice^ 
They coyly lure the gay, thoughtless field rover. 

With tender gleam 

Of pale moonbeam, 
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Weeping their tears o'er the dead of the battle, 
They mingle their lives with our gladness and 

sorrow; 
The lowlifest grave-mound, forgot by the flower, 
Is crowned) with the blossom of dewdrops each 

morrow. 



SUNSET ON THE MISSISSIPPI 

T^ROOPS the day upon the borders, 
^^ As her mantle sways and dips, 
Where the golden sunbeams dying. 
Kiss the river's silver lips. 

Not a shadow breaks the barring. 
Cuts the stillness like a sigh. 
Save a buzzard's black intaglio 
'Gainst the amaranthine sky. 

And the blue smoke from the cabins 
Veins above the homely sod. 
As if born of low-swung censers 
Climbing slowly up to God. 

Far away, the long light slanting, 
Glints the rank alluvial yield. 
Pricking in the dusky workers 
Winding homeward through the field. 
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And the breezes, full and drunken 
With the wine of autumn, bear 
A cadence on the river 
Like the prelude of a prayer: 

" Gwine home, — gwine home, 
Owine home ter die no mo' ! " 

Pulsing down the mellow silence 
Beats the echo deep and low: 
" Gwine home ter libe fur ebber, 
Gwine home ter die no mo* ! ** 

Fades the day upon the borders 
That her rosy lips have pressed; 
Then a darkness shrouds the river. 
With an opal in his breast. 

BEFORE THE AFTERGLOW 

COME clouds that rift upon an opal drift. 
Come shades that shimmer through the 
purpling haze; 
Come lights that sift upon the sands, and shift 
To lengthen out the spaui of perfect days. 

The stillness floats upon the idle boats. 

Wrapped in their doubles on the harbor's breast. 

Flitting like motes, afar, with mellow notes. 

The mocking-birds pour out a song of rest. 
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Adown the stream the feeding seabirds scream. 
The white gull, home bound, floats with silvered 

wing; 
All shadows seem the dim gates of a dream. 
All echoes, some soft wordless song to sing. 

Across the tide the deepened channels glide 
Like silver threads between the dun, brown bars, 
Beyond whose side, by sweeping passes, hide 
The liquid mirrors of the first white stars. 

Upon the shore, with slow tread o'er and o'er. 
The blue night-herons lone their vigils keep; 
And shrill and sore, complaining more and more, 
The whippoorwills grieve fledglings in their 
sleep. 

The long light shakes upon the track it makes, 
A rosy seal upon a white sail furled. 
That, burning, wakes in sky and opal lakes. 
Like watchfires gleaming from a stranger world. 

All gold and red, the fleckless day is dead. 
Kissed by the vagrant sweets that come and go; 
The gull has fled, and Nature droops her head. 
Lapped in the languor of the afterglow. 
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THE PASSING 

BROKEN, like a shaft of xxKK>nlight, 
FaUing, falling,— 
Like a spirit of the marsh-reeds 
Calling, calling! 
Like a shadow where the dove moumd in its 

passing. 
Like a hush upon the sleeping waters glassing. 
Drifts the essence of the soul. 

The grain has been stript in the husking, — 

Naked, bared, — 

The germ had been loosed from its prison. 

Where it fared; 

Earth but saw its own poor earthly token, 

Earth but felt the clay-mould crushed and 

broken. 
Paradise received a Living Thing. 



AN OLD MAID 

SHE is neither pretty, nor fai^, nor young. 
Her paean of joy has long been sung ; 
And the soft, bright tresses are snowy with years. 
And the dark-brown eyes have been dimmed with 

tears. 
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There are wrinkles where dimples were wont to 

hide. 
And a crease where the faultless white 'kerchief 

is tied; 
But the dainty old lace is as pure as truth 
That rests on the hands> once the pride of her 

youth. 
There 's a picture hid deep in the tender old heart. 
And sometimes in secret the warm tears will start. 
But what of her history, nobody knows, 
For she burdens no heart with her grief and her 

woes, 
Though her quaint, netted purse-string is loose 

at the end. 
And her sympathy open to stranger or friend. 
She is first at the bridal and first in the deep. 
With the hearts that may laugh and the souls 

that must weep, 
And her feet know far more of life's strange in 

and out 
Than the world's tinkling cymbals have prated 

about. 
And now as she sits there, so loving, so mild, 
A balm to the gray-beard, a charm to the child, 
God give her a blessing as holy, as staid. 
As the joy that she gives us, the gentle old maid ! 



149 



DEMETRIA 

A MUSICAL EXTRAVAGANZA 

Adapted from *' The Devil's Little Fly,** an old black 

Mammy's story 

(All dramatic rights reserved) 



DEMETRIA 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

MASTER BEVERLY BAILLIE of Baillie Hall, the Host. 

MADAME BAILLIE, his Wife, the Hostess. 

DEMETRIA, their Daughter. 

CHARLES, a Guest, in love with Demetria. 

BERTRAND, a Guest, also in love with Demetria. 

MAMMY, old Negro Nurse to Demetria. 

ZACHEUS, Husband to Mammy, also Hoodoo and Worker 

in Cungers and Charms. 
DEVIL. 
LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, Guests at the House 

Party. 

VOICES 

Of JAYBIRD, a Servant and Messenger to the DEVIL. 
Of Guardian Angels to CHARLES and DEMETRIA. 



ARGUMENT 

Master Beverly Baillie of Baillie Hall has 
arranged a house party in honor of his young 
daughter Demetria, to which the young people 
from half the plantations in the county have 
been bidden. 

Among the guests are Charles and Bertrand, 

tv^o v^ell-born young men, v^ho are engaged in 

a friendly rivalry for the hand of Demetria. 
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It happens that Master Baillie, has uncon- 
sciously, but inauspiciously, chosen the time 
when the Devil is at liberty to roam through 
the earth and make havoc with the concerns of 
unwary individuals. The Baillie plantation has 
already experienced the effect of the visitation 
in the negro quarters, before the party arrives. 
This fact, however, is only known to Zacheus, 
a good Hoodoo, who, having knowledge of the 
time, is on the lookout ; and to the black Mammy 
of the household, who is the wife of Zacheus, — 
both of whom endeavor to frustrate the designs 
of the Devil upon the " Quality.*' 

The Devil, with a love affair in prospect, be- 
gins operations at once, by sowing the seed of 
an insane jealousy in Charles' heart while he 
is asleep. Though the keenness of Satan's enjoy- 
ment has been somewhat tempered by the warn- 
ing given by the Jaybird, his unwilling slave, 
who has just returned from the lower regions, 
with his accustomed Friday obligation of sticks 
and sand. Charles, in his half-crazed, fevered 
condition, falls an easy victim to the Devil's 
wiles, and the latter exultantly departs, after 
having sealed the purchase of Charles' soul for 
a year and a day, with the loan of the Devil's 
X#ittle Fly, which he presents in a carved gold 
snuff-box. 
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The Little Fly can go anywhere and at any 
time it is bidden ; through the keyholes of locked 
doors, and will bring in reports of any occur- 
rences desired, even the most secret. Charles, 
delighted, promises to guard it with his life, 
until the Devil's return, making his love the 
forfeit. 

Soon after the Devil's departure, the guests of 
Baillie Hall enjoy a picnic in the woods, during 
which Charles and Bertrand in the heat of pas- 
sion attempt to fight a duel. Demetria, who 
heretofore has been coquettish and undecided, 
nov7 openly gives preference to Charles, who 
declares himself and is virtually accepted. De- 
metria gives him as a memento, a medallion, 
containing a ring of her hair; Charles presents 
an Egyptian bracelet which he wears as an 
amulet, under his sleeve. Demetria, v^ho has 
seen Charles absently fingering the Devil's box, 
disdains • the feminine bauble, demands a more 
masculine trophy and suggests the box, which, 
with many misgivings on the part of Charles, the 
tears of his betrothed finally wins, — Charles 
first turning loose the Little Fly. 

Charles, believing that Demetria will soon tire 
of the box, does not trouble himself about the 
fly, but as time passes, the box is not returned, 

and, at length, the fly ceases to make reports. 
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Charles becomes pale and sleepless, with brood- 
ing over its disappearance. 

Mammy, who has been watching Demetria 
with jealous eyes, is alarmed by a sudden appear- 
ance of decline, and contrives, one night, to draw 
Demetria' s hand from under the pillow while she 
sleeps, when the Devil's gold box is discovered. 
Overpowered with curiosity. Mammy opens it, 
when a fly that has been annoying her all the 
evening, and which she could not brush out of 
Demetria's mosquito net, drops into the box. 
The box now containing none other than the 
Devil's Little Fly, she takes to Zacheus who 
is at work upon charms in his cabin. He at 
once discovers the origin of the box, which, he 
resolves into a fragment of brown fungus, and 
then sets himself the task of making a sweet, 
poisoned mixture, with which to entice the fly 
which he has turned loose. 

As his potion and incantation succeed, and the 
Fly drops dead from the bowl, the Jaybird, 
who is again just about to make his Friday pil- 
grimage, joins in the triumph. Zacheus, through 
his eccult powers, has seen a speedy death pres- 
aged for both Ch^^^rles and Demetria. This he 
can avert, but finding that he cannot wholly 
undo the Devil's mischief, he checkmates and 
confuses the latter, by changing the spell and 

giving him a human heart. 
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Chagrined at finding himself burning with pas- 
sion for Demetria, the Devil causes Demetria to 
again waver between Charles and Bertrand, and 
coming upon Charles in his moment of deepest 
depression, he suddenly demands the return of the 
box containing the fly. 

Bertrand and Demetria are seen to be approach- 
ing, and they conceal themselves. Bertrand, as- 
sured of success, boldly declares himself, when 
Demetria, who seems troubled and ill, informs him 
that her heart has been wholly given to another. 
Bertrand at length takes leave of her in anger, 
uttering curses and denunciations, when Demetria, 
overcome by the stormy scene and her own grow- 
ing weakness under the Devil's machinations, falls 
fainting almost within Charles' reach. Charles, 
who has been struggling to free himself from the 
Devil's grasp ever since he has heard from Deme- 
tria's own lips that he is beloved, becomes frantic. 
While the Devil coolly taunts him with the loss 
of both the box and the fly, reminding him of the 
penalty ; and acknowledging that he has been out- 
witted in some way by the mysterious bestowal 
of a heart, he boldly lays claim to Demetria. 
Charles, maddened to a point of insanity, chal- 
lenges the Devil to combat, and over Demetria's 
prostrate form they fight a bloodless duel, — a 
duel of the soul. 
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The Devil appears to be the conqueror, when 
Charles, by a feint, makes a sign upon the breast 
of his antagonist, and reversing his sword, holds 
up the cross upon its handle, — before which the 
Devil beats a hasty retreat. 

Elate with his victory, Charles raises Demetria, 
who, reviving in his arms, declares a spiritualized 
and chastened allegiance. With a mutual imder- 
standing of the situation, both kneel to ask the 
guidance of a Higher Power, and with the break- 
ing of the dawn their Guardian Angels, who have 
been witnesses of the struggle and the triumph of 
light over darkness, add their entreaties to the 
same great source. 



PROLOGUE 

Old time Southern mansion in grove. Master 
Baillie and Madame, the hostess, in veranda 
awaiting the arrival of guests invited to a 
house party in honor of their young daugh- 
ter Demetria 

HOSTESS (shading her eyes and looking down 

the grove) 

The day is late, — the sun is gone and yet they 

come not! 
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HOST (looking at watch) 
They are delayed long past the fullest hour! 

HOSTESS 
And dinner cools! 

[Winding of horn in the distance 
HOST (listening) 
They come! 

[Nearer winding of horn and patter- 
ing of hoofs 

HOSTESS (listens) 
They come! 

BOTH (descending steps as party alight and 

dismoimt) 
'T is they ! 'T is they ! 

[Handshakings and greetings. Old 
negroes in background, while 
younger ones take charge of 
luggage. Enter Demetria through 
door 

GUESTS 

Demetria! Demetria! 
HOST 

Ah! here's our daughter! 

[Greetings 
HOST (Master Beverly Baillie) 

Welcome, welcome, one and all, 
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To the cheer of Baillie Hall ! 
Naught have we that is not thine,— 
Peace and plenty, com and wine,— 
Guns and saddles, beasts galore, 
Spiurs and stirrups, coach and four; 
Hunt at dawn, or wait eleven; 
Dance all night, or snuff at seven. 
Seek out joy, crowned with flow'rs, — 
Take your pleasiure, for 't is ours ! 

HOST, HOSTESS, and DEMETRIA 
Welcome! welcome, one and all. 
To the cheer of Baillie Hall! 

GUESTS 
We are welcome, one and all, 
To the cheer of Baillie Hall ! 
Leave we care behind us, dying. 
While youth's pennon's gayly flying,— 
Even Time forgets his sighing 
In the cheer of Baillie Hall! 

[Exit all, in twos and threes, into the 
house 



ACT FIRST; SCENE FIRST 

Time, night. Same scene as Prologue. Enter the 
black Mammy of the household, and Zacheus, 
the Hoodoo, from opposite directions. 
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MAMMY (looking round fearfully) 
He is here! 

ZACHEUS (confidentiy) 
He is here! 

BOTH 
He is here! 

MAMMY (tremulously. Solo) 
The last moon was born with a purple veil, 
And I saw it through the trees; 
The mocking-bird sang 'til the night was pale, 
And the owl hooted on the breeze; 
I sat and span for my eyes would wake, 
But the roll did snarl and the thread did break, 
And a cricket cried 'til my bones did shake, — 
Oh, Zacheus! he is here! 

ZACHEUS (nodding) 
He is here ! 

BOTH 
He is here! 

[Both make cross on groimd with toe 
and turn round three times 

MAMMY (solo) 

The pieded cow kicked over the pail. 

And the brown hen crowed all day; 

The dominicker sulked and drooped his tail, 

zx z6z 



Love Songs and Bugle Calls 

To see her do that way. 
The mare sees spirits in broad daylight. 
Old Parson Jonas has come home tight. 
And Dan and Nancy are quarrelling to-night. 
Oh, Zacheus! he is here! 

ZACHEUS 
He is here I 

BOTH 
He is here! 

MAMMY (solo) 
The fine folks are up at the Big House now. 
He 's cunning, — he got here before ! 
I feel it in my bones — Oh ! I don't know how, 
That he's sneaking there by the door; 
He 's got all the Quarters but you and me. 
The old Jay, his servant, is in this tree ; 
You are a Hoodoo, you 're stronger than he, 
Oh, Zacheus! he is here! 

ZACHEUS (nodding) 
He is here ! 

BOTH (as they reach for their cunger bags and 

press them to their foreheads) 

He is here! 

[Exit together. Lights out in the 

Mansion House. Darkness of the 

hour past midnight. Night sounds 

suggesting mystery 
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DEVIL (entering slowly from the right) 
How soft the mantle of the darkness lies 
Upon this chosen land, — off! all disguise! — 
Brief time is left for work, — the hour is late. 
And I must bring young Charles before his 

fate. 
Too long I dallied with the humble lass, 
A wa5rworn traveller, — Ha ! but let it pass ! — 
Too long I lingered with the slave who lends 
The charms to smother infants and destroy 

friends. 
Too long my rapier left *twixt man and wife, — 
But Ah! 'twas sweet, such storm and hellish 

strife ! — 
Shame! shame! that hell shall claim my pres- 
ence soon, — 
It seems so short, the darkness of the moon! 
But now, I '11 leave such humble things as 

these 
To lower devils, who may snare and tease. 
I '11 haste to yonder mansion, where I see 
Asleep in dreams a goodly company. 

[Saunters towards the house and 
studies outlines 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD (complaining from tree) 

I am the Jaybird, your courier old. 

Who for an ear of com bartered his soul. 

And this was Friday mom, weary the day, 
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Just back from hell I come, my debt to pay. 
Plenty of sticks I Ve left, plenty of sand ; 
Plenty of curses felt, by your command; 
But I a message bring, swift as winds blow: 
" Time 's up upon the earth! haste thee below! '* 

DEVIL (starting) 
No! no! — my dearest work is not yet done! — 
. I yet must linger here 'twixt sim and sim ! 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD (exulting) 
Joy that the Prince of Hell, though great and 

strong, 
Pricks where the limit lies, feeleth the thong! 

[Devil puts his hands over his ears 
and shakes his head 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD 

Shut not thine ears so fast, master of mine. 
For there are other wills stronger than thine! 
Mother of beast and bird heareth my prayer. 
Though I have grievous sin, she taketh care! 
These times my vengeance fill, — yea, thou 

must go! — 
" Time 's up upon the earth! haste thee below! " 

DEVIL 

No, courier, no! 

I will not go! 
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VOICE OF JAYBIRD 
Time's up! — What answer? 

DEVIL (impatiently) 
To-morrow ! 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD (in distance, mocking) 
To-morrow! To-morrow! To-morrow! To- 
morrow ! 

DEVIL 
What are to me the damned? 
Musket spiked, — cannon rammed! 
Give me the fresh and young, 
Give me the song unsung. 
Sunbeams that once did shine, 
Spilt cream and spattered wine I 
Love, youth, and tryst afar. 
Mine for a day ye are! 

[Stooping, he blows upon a dandelion 
puff, and one seed rising, floats be- 
fore an open window of the house. 
Solo 

Lightly! Lightly! Lightly! Float! 

Float lightly through his window, thing of earth, 

Float through the dreams that love has given 

birth; 
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Caress his ear like zephyrs softly fanned; 
Ah, Love! he holds thy rose within his hand. 
The rose she wore and gave him with a sigh ; 
Ah, Love! that I might feel that wound and 

die! 
And yet, — and yet, — 'twould be such bitter 

cost, — 
Away the thought! — the Devil's pawn is lost! 
But he may twist the tendril from its close. 
And tear the petal from the newborn rose; 
May blight the bloom and blast the budding 

tree, 
And sow the biting seed of jealousy! 

Softly! Softly! Softly! Float! 
Float softly, downy thing of nothingness, — 
His brow, his cheek, his red lips softly press. 
He stirs! he sighs! — again! again! again! 
Ha! hate is born and hell bums not in vain! 

[Triumphantly 

Blow where ye list now! 
Go where ye wist now! 
He that ye kissed, now 
Struggles in vain! 

i[Devil off to left 
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SCENE SECOND 

Charles' room. Charles, fully dressed, reclining on 
couch, and awakening from imeasy slumber. 

CHARLES (solo) 
Ah! wherefore all this dream of strife to be, 
Ah! wherefore all these tears of grief and pain? 
I kiss thy rose ! Oh ! Love ! thou gavest it me ! 
I live again. Ah ! heart, I live again ! 

*Tis not for me to faint, e'en though I fall, 
*T is not for me to weep if I would woo ; 
Ah, love, to me thou art my all in all. 
My sword is bright. Ah ! Love, my valor 's true ! 

I '11 brook no rival on the foughten field, 
With thee, the peerless guerdon at the end; 
Before this rose the rose he wears must yield. 
Before my blade his craven blade must bend! 

I cannot bide the time, — the dawning creeps 

A laggard, while I die of love, of hate, 

A madness thralls me while the whole world 

sleeps, 
Ah! God! to meet him ere it be too late! 
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[Goes to table, lights candle, writes 
challenge. Tears it; writes an- 
other. Solo 

Demetria! I die of love for thee! 
Oh, dearest boon! one glance of fondness give! 
Thou art the whole wide world of love to me, 
One tender word, one touch, and I would live! 

[Throws himself on chair, and his 
head on his arm. Candle on table 
gutters, then flickers out, leaving 
the room lighted only by the 
moonlight 

DEVIL (entering slowly from right, pauses before 

Charles) 

CHARLES (starting, with his hand on his sword) 
Who are you? What do you here? 

DEVIL 
A friend; 
My help to you I'd lend. 

CHARLES 
Away! — I'll brook no interference I 

DEVIL 
I know, I know. 
Thy heart is full of woe, -^ 
Thou hast a rival! 
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CHARLES (impatiently) 
Alas! a rival! 

What boots it, sir, to thee? 
My sword is ready! 

DEVIL 
Your rival is a better swordsman. 

CHARLES 
When honor calls 't is not for me to doubt, 
When valor points, I follow where she leads; 
I fear no foe my good sword may not rout, — 
No swift words would I speak, but swifter deeds ! 

DEVIL (taunting) 

What is honor to the dead, 
With the love he died for wed. 
And a white stone at his head, -^ 
And thy Demetria? 

Honor's cloak will drop away, 
Valor's star grow pale and gray. 
When thy rival wins the day,-^ 
And thy Demetria! 

CHARLES (covering his face with his hands) 

No more! no more! 

I am mad! I am mad! 
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DEVIL (softly fingering Charles' ruffles) 
But I would save thee! 

CHARLES 
Go on! Go on! 

DEVIL 
Give me thy conscience that fluttering lies 
Back of thy soul, like a bird in surprise; 
Give me thy soul for a year and a day, 
Give me thy will and thy trust I '11 repay ! 
Humbled thy rival shall be in thy hand, 
Bloodless thy victory, by my command; 
All that you seek shall be yours, and thy bride, 
Ere the year falter, shall be by thy side! 

CHARLES (tearing the challenge into bits and 

scattering it) 
It is done! 

DEVIL (taking hold of Charles) 

A token I would give thee ere I go, — 
For they 're calling to me from below ; 
My precious fly within this casket find. 
To calm thy doubts and bring you peace of 
mind. 

[Produces a tiny gold snuff-box, 

jewelled, and curiously carved with 

cabalistic signs. Lays it in Charles' 

open palm 
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DEVIL 
If you would know Demetria's every grace, 
Most like a mirror held before her face, 
The inner thought that 'neath her words must 

lie, — 
Just spring the lid and loose the Little Fly! 
If you would see thy lady when she sleeps. 
Behold her when she wakes or when she weeps ; 
Would know her secrets, hid from every eye, — 
Just spring the lid and whisper to the fly! 

CHARLES and DEVIL (duo) 
^^" will guard it with ^JJ^^ life till J^^ return, 

If ^?^ forfeit it, may love ^J^ triumph spurn, — 

Honor's word has honor spoken, 

j^ will shield ^ precious token, 

thy 
my 

With the Devil's Little Fly! — 



my 

And "J^ faith shall not be broken, 
my 



CURTAIN 
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ACT SECOND; SCENE FIRST 

Picnic party in the woods. Host and Hostess, 
Ladies and Gallants, Charles, Demetria, and 
Bertrand, the Rival, seated round the feast 
spread upon the ground. Mamniy and Zacheus 
in background tending coffee-pot over fire. The 
dinner about over 

CHARLES 
A toast! a toast! 

A GUEST (rising and lifting glass) 
Here's to the bravest we can name, 
Our lordly Host, — his gracious Dame! 
May blessings heap, nor shadows fall. 
Here's to the Host of Baillie Hall! 

ALL (rising and lifting glasses) 
Here 's to the Host of Baillie Hall ! 

[Zacheus refills glasses 

CHARLES 

I drink to her, the fairest of her race. 

The rarest bud of maidenhood that blows. 

Who, born of earth, shames heaven with her 

grace, — 
I pledge my faith to her upon a rose! 
As perfmne from a far-off priceless vas 

17? 



Detnetria 



I feel her presence, ah, my poor heart knows! 
I kneel, her humblest knight, before her face, 
The rarest bud of maidenhood that blows! 

[Kneels before Demetria, who, stand- 
ing with Bertrand, the rival, turns 
her head away in evident embar- 
rassment 

ALL (lifting glasses) 

Demetria ! Demetria ! Demetria ! 

The rarest bud of maidenhood that blows! 

BERTRAND 
The dance! The dance! Let's to the dance! 

DANCE 

(z) All hands round with one odd in circle, 
(a) Ladies in centre. ' Balance. Swing. 

(3) Grand right and left. 

(4) Gentlemen to centre. Balance. Swing. 

(5) Grand right and left. 

[Leaving Charles and Bertrand both 
claiming Demetria. Charles and 
Bertrand, one holding Demetria by 
the wrist, the other by the arm, to 
the front of stage. Dancers dance 
one round more before scattering 
in groups, while Demetria, smiling 
first at one and then the other^ 
Struggles playfully, 
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CHARLES 
'Tis mine! the blissful hour is mine! 

BERTRAND 
Nay, nay! 'tis mine! — it is not thine! 

DEMETRIA (turns coyly from one to the other) 

CHARLES 

Ah, gracious lady! I have your token! 

BERTRAND 
Ah, peerless maid! your word cannot be broken! 
[EUich draws from his breast a with- 
ered rosebud 

CHARLES 

This with my life! 

BERTRAND 
For this come clash and strife! 

BOTH 
To draw the sword I 'm nothing loath ! 

DEMETRIA (in alarm) 
Nay, nay! for I do love you, love you both! 

CHARLES 
Upon this blade I swear to win or lose! 
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BERTRAND 
Put up thy sword, and let Demetria choose! 

DEMETRIA (solo) 
Two roses pale were blowing 
In a garden, fair and tall; 
Love in two hearts was glowing,-^ 
The noblest of them all; 
I sat among the bowers 
When the brave hearts came to woo, — 
When Love's among the flowers. 
What can a maiden do? 

CHARLES, BERTRAND, and DEMETRIA 

(trio) 
When Love's among the flowers. 
What can a maiden do? 

DEMETRIA (solo) 
I plucked one, 'twas my duty. 
For the knight so brave and bold; 
I gave one for the beauty 
Of the tale the other told; 
Alas! between the hours. 
Again the gallants sue! 
When Love's among the flowers. 
What can a maiden do? 
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CHARLES, BERTRAND, and DEMETRIA 

(trio) 
When Love's among the flowers, 
What can a maiden do? 

DEMETRIA (solo) 
Give back the roses shattered, 
Forget the words that bum. 
Poor petals! be ye scattered. 
And to the earth return! 
Behind the darkening showers. 
Hide sunshine, — skies of blue! 
When Love's among the flowers, 
What can a maiden do? 

CHARLES, BERTRAND, and DEMETRIA 

(trio) 
When Love 's among the flowers, 
What can a maiden do? 

BERTRAND 
Demetria, choose! 
One knight must lose! 

DEMETRIA 
Bertrand ! 

BERTRAND 

My love! 
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DEMETRIA 
Charles I 

CHARLES 

My angel speaks! 

BERTRAND (touching sword; Charles likewise) 
These shall decide! 
These choose the bride! 

HOST (appearing, puts hand on shoulder of 

each. Solo) 
Nay, nay, friends! nay! 
Put these away! 

Fight not about our pretty daughter! 
Such victory would be dearly, sorely bought; 
For there's as good fish in the water. 
As ever have been hooked and duly caught. 
Nay, nay, friends! nay! 
Put these away! 

See where the maidens take their pleasure. 

In youthful frolic, still with modest art; 

Go! seek ye there a peerless treasure, 

Go! choose again, with all your gallant heart! 

Nay, nay, friends! nay! 

Put these away! 
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[Host crosses stage with Charles and 
Bertrand, with hand still upon the 
shoulder of each. Guests gossip- 
ing. Charles looking over shoulder, 
sees Demetria holding out her 
hand. Slips from Host and joins 
her 

/ [Bertrand, turning, sees what has hap- 

pened, and folding his arms, walks 
sulkily off stage, followed by Host, 
who tries to console him. Guests 
in couples stroll off stage 

'[Charles speaks a few passionate 
words in whispers to Demetria, then 
embraces her and with arm still 
about her, walks toward a grassy 
knoll. Seating themselves, Charles 
toys unconsciously with the Devil's 
box, containing the Little Fly 

DEMETRIA 

Ah, Love! be with me thus alway! 

A trophy, sweet, to mark the day! 

[Throwing down a curiously wrought 

medallion, into which she has 

slipped a ring of her hair 
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CHARLES (putting chain around his neck and 

kissing her) 
So seal I it, with this, and this, — 
A bauble and a precious kiss! 

[R^noves from his wrist an Egyptian 
bracelet 

DEMETRIA 
No, no! I would have a manlier trophy! 
The golden box you toyed with, just now! 

CHARLES (ignoring the suggestion, and extend- 
ing the bracelet) 
A royal princess wore this amulet, — 
A royal pledge of love, of troth to be ! 
Ah ! make it, love, more precious to me yet. 
And wear it, as my pledge of faith to thee ! 

The Sphinx may tell of Cleopatra's charms. 
And breathe an ancient, unremembered scene; 
They are but dust — I hold thee in my arms — 
Ah ! wear it for me, for thou art my queen ! 

DEMETRIA (pouting) 
But I would have the box! 

CHARLES 
But it will make thee sneeze! 

DEMETRIA 
Then <n;///I sneeze! 

No woman's trinket to me bring, — 
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Your love is but a bauble too ! 
To make me such a trouble rue — 
And you withholding such a thing I 

[Weeps in anger 

CHARLES (undone by the sight of her tears, 

hesitates, then draws the box from 
his breast, and letting loose the 
Little Fly, lays the open box in 
Demetria's eager palm 

DEMETRIA 
How beautiful I How beautiful I How beautiful ! 
It is enough, 
It holds no snuff. 
And cannot make me sneeze; 
Now for rebuff. 
Your ears I cuff. 
And keep it, just to tease! 

CHARLES (passionately) 
And thou wilt smile again? 

DEMETRIA (impulsively) 
My love! I love thee! 

CHARLES (embracing her) 
Dost know what 'tis? 
Ah! my lady! 
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CHARLES and DEMETRIA (duo) 
I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what it is! 
Wheii dew and blossom kiss» 
I know what love is I 

Love time and bud ablow. 
Dew on the posies ; 
Two down the greening go, 
Watched by the roses. 

I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what it is! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I know what love is! 

(She) 

His hand slips into mine. 
What heart could chide us? 
One kiss, just one — life's wine. 
What can betide us! 

I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what it is! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I know what love is! 

Tell it, ah ! bird or bee, 
Springtime's first lover! 

Tell it to Jj?^ and me,— 
Tell it all over ! 
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I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what it is! 
When dew and blossom kiss, 
I know what love is! 

DEMETRIA (listening) 
I hear my mother calling ! 
They are coming! 

CHARLES (kissing her rapturously) 
One more! one more! — and yet — one more! 

DEMETRIA (humming and beginning to dance) 
I know what love is, — 
Yes, I know what it is ! 

[Charles with his hand scoops at 
something 

DEMETRIA (laughing) 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Such graceful gestures I will vow! 

CHARLES (petulantly) 
A most persistent fly ! 

DEMETRIA (teasing) 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
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CHARLES (suddenly remembering, opens his 

cloak and silently folds the Little 
Fly in) 
[Enter picnic party, dragging gar- 
lands, making ready for the return. 
Seeing Charles and Demetria, they 
sing 

CHORUS 

Ah! fickle, fickle maiden. 
Ah! wherefore shall he win? 
Ah! fickle, fickle maiden! 
Alas ! it is a sin ! 



She droops her eyes demurely, 
But tangles hearts securely, — 
When true love comes, she surely 
Will know him, let him in ! 

Ah! dainty, dimpled maiden, 
'T is time the day was told ; 
Ah! dainty, dimpled maid. 
The sheep are in the fold; 

The early dews are falling. 
The katydids are calling. 
And weariness is palling, — 
The day is growing old! 
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Then away! one and all, 
To the cheer of Baillie Hall! 
To the cheer of Baillie Hall ! 

[Exit all, singing. Charles and De- 
metria following together 

CURTAIN 



ACT THIRD; SCENE FIRST 

Time: two weeks later. Scene in Demetria's 
room. Bedtime. Enter Demetria from bou- 
doir, clad in white robe, with hair flowing, fol- 
lowed by Mammy. Demetria throws herself 
wearily into chair 

DEMETRIA 
Tired» Mammy! so .tired! 

MAMMY (turning down coverlet and arranging 

pillows) 
My baby's feet have tripped the dance too often ! 

DEMETRIA 

No, Mammy! no! 

MAMMY (surveying her proudly) 

A lady fine! They all do love her so! But yet 

a baby to her Mammy ! 
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DEMETRIA 
So weary, Mammy! 

MAMMY (soothingly) 
The little feet are tired ! 

DEMETRIA (laying her hand on her breast) 
No ! no ! it hurts me here ! 

MAMMY 
'Tis other hearts that ache! 

DEMETRIA 
Alas! now mine does too! 

MAMMY (crossing to her. Tenderly) 
What ails my child? 

DEMETRIA 
I know not ! but see how pale and wan I Ve 
grdwn ! 

MAMMY (persuasively) 

Come! sleep will roses win! 
< Come! let me tuck you in! 

DEMETRIA 
I cannot sleep! 
My poor eyes want to weep! 
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MAMMY (coaxing) 
Come! trust me, — you shall sleep! 

[Demetria languidly yields. Goes to 
the bed. Mammy removes dress- 
ing gown and slippers. Demetria 
throws herself on bed. Mammy 
bustles round the pillows 

MAMMY 
There now! There now! (drawing mosquito 

net, takes up palm leaf fan) 
That horrid fly again! (makes an ineffectual 

effort to chase it out with the fan) 

DEMETRIA 
What is it? 

MAMMY (still brushing with fan) 
A horrid fly! The same old fly! 
If I could catch him, he would die! 

DEMETRIA 
Never mind! sit by me and tell me an old-time 
tale! 

MAMMY (smoothing the long hair over the 

pillow) 

Two lovers came a-wooing long ago, 

Across the sunland where the soft winds blow; 

One wore a plume as white as driven snow. 

And one a cloak as dark as indigo! 
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DEMETRIA (shuddering) 

Not that to-night! The devil's trail is there! 
Why dwell upon the evil one? 

MAMMY (mysteriously) 
Because he dwells with us! 

DEMETRIA (fretfully) 
Be still. I would sleep now. Good-night! 

MAMMY (rising) 
Good-night, my baby child! Good-night! 

DEMETRIA 
Good-night ! 

MAMMY (going through doorway at back of 

stage) 

Good-night ! 

[Turning, she looks back uneasily at 
Demetria and whispers 
Good-night ! 

DEMETRIA (rising and extending her arms 

suddenly) 
Mammy! Oh, leave me not! 

MAMMY (hurrying to bedside) 
My child! my little one! 
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DEMETRIA 
Oh, leave me not in sadness! 
To wear the night away; 
I would that all were gladness, 
I would that it was day! 
I know not why I tremble, 
Nor why mine eyes would weep! 
I do not, dear, dissemble. 
Be near me till I sleep! 

Mammy (earnestly) 
I will! I will! so sure as God's above! 
Rest thou upon my heart, my precious dove! 

[Mammy again seats herself beside 
the bed and takes up the palm leaf 
fan 

DEMETRIA (languidly) 
So! so! 
As thou didst long ago! 

MAMMY (rocking and softly fanning) 
Come! Come! sleep will roses win; 
Come ! Come ! let me tuck you in ; 
Stay joy, — joy that 's just begun. 
Ah, Love! see what thou hast done! 
Soft dreams, wipe the tears away. 
Sunshine, greet her with the day; 
Dear Christ! be with her alway! 
Keep thou my child! 
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Come sleep! bless my child to-night! 
Come rest! close her eyes so bright! 
Sweetheart! hold the sunshine fast. 
For some skies must be o'ercast. 
But love, true love, will not go. 
Though storm brings a night of woe, 
God's love and woman's love are so. 
Sleep thou, my child ! 

[Still singing softly, she bends over 
Demetria and finds her asleep, with 
one hand under her pillow 

She sleeps! 

But there's something on her heart! 

[Bends again to look 

What's this beneath the pillow hid? 
And there 's a tear beneath the lid ! 

[Opens net and pauses, then bend- 
ing forward on one knee, slowly 
draws Demetria's hand from under 
the pillow. Softly unclasping the 
fingers, she discovers the devil's 
box in the open palm. Withdraws 
it and examines it, turning it over 
and Nover; then catches at some- 
thing on her ear 
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That miserable fly! 

[Curiosity overpowering her, she 
springs the lid. The Little Fly 
drops into a corner of the box and 
Mammy shuts the lid with a snap 

Ha, ha! your look was dearly bought, 
Like other flies you have been caught, 
I have you. Little Fly! 

[Looks again at Demetria, and then 
at the box 

Some mischief here is brewing. 
Some hearts may soon be rueing, 
I must be up and doing, 
What can I, shall I do? 

[Looks again at Demetria and then 
closes her hand on the box 

I'll take this thing to Zacheus! 

[Hesitating 
But if she wakes and finds the bauble gone? 

[Confidently 
I '11 take this thing to Zacheus ! 

[Blows out candle. Goes to door, 
then turns 
Sweet dreams be with my child! 

[Exit Mammy 
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SCENE SECOND 

Time: the same night. In cabin of Zacheus, the 
Hoodoo, lighted by glow from the coals. 
Zacheus is seen kneeling on the hearth watch- 
ing a pot on the fire, and making passes with 
his arms over the pot 

ZACHEUS 

Mole's skin and butterfly, 
Lizard's tail and toad's eye. 
Snake's fat and buzzard's oil, 
Dance together, bubble, boil! 

[Enter Mammy excitedly. Zacheus 
rising, turns his back to the fire 
and meets her 

MAMMY 
Zacheus ! 

ZACHEUS 
How goes it? 

MAMMY (extending hand holding box) 
'Tis this Demetria hides beneath her pillow. 
What is it? 
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ZACHEUS (holding it upon his palm, examines 

it) 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

MAMMY (offended) 
I see no laughing matter! \ 

[Zacheus closes his hand upon the 
box, then blows upon it. A fine 
dust floats. Then as he opens his 
hand, he puts the other to his 
mouth, for a fly has bitten him, 
and Mammy sees only a brown 
fungus in his palm instead of a 
carved gold box 

MAMMY (pointing to it with trembling hand) 
He is here! 

ZACHEUS (throwing the fungus on the floor 

and marking a circle round it 
with his finger) 
He is here! 

BOTH 
He is here! 

MAMMY 

She's fading from me like a snowflake in 

May, — 

Quick tears from mine eyelids start, — 
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Like petals in spring she 's drifting away. 

Something is breaking her heart! 

I sat by her side, like the long ago. 

But she sighed and cried and was full of woe; 

There 's a spell on my child, I feel and I know. 

Oh, Zacheus! he is here! 

ZACHEUS 
He is here! 

BOTH 
He is here! 

MAMMY 
She's wearing the jewels a maiden should 

wear. 
When her heart's dream cannot rove; 
But she treasures none which are priceless and 

rare. 
Like the Devil's token of love. 
Like the rolls from my cards all my sorrows 

are piled. 
And the wheels that spin evil are whirring and 

wild. 
From the snares in the dark, save my lamb! 

save my child! 
Oh, Zacheus! he is here! 

ZACHEUS 
He is here! 
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BOTH 

He is here! 

ZACHEUS 

Be still, oh, whining woman! thou dost know 
Before my spell the Devil's spell must go ! 
The servant first, and then his lord I '11 try ! 
This bowl of sweetness for the Little Fly ! 

[Zacheus mumbling, begins to stir 
a decoction in an Indian bowl. 
Mammy makes a cross mark on the 
floor, touches her forehead to it, 
and then walks slowly out of the 
cabin, backward, to keep the Devil 
from following her. 

ZACHEUS 
I see Death on a pale horse, riding fast; 
Demetria first, then love-sick Charles the last. 
I '11 change the charm, I '11 foil the cunning 

art. 
And give the Devil once again a heart! 

[Zacheus waves his hands over the 
bowl, then steps away from it, mak- 
ing mysterious motions. Chants 

The wind is dead upon the sultry summer's 

heart. 
Hear me ! Ah ! hear me ! 
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The honey of the lily-cup is spilled and dried. 
My sweets I offer thee! 

Fill thou thy small sides till they swell and, 

swelling, burst, 
Thing of unholy eye! 

Eat from my pot until thy memory fades away. 
Glut, cling, imtil thou die! 

[Waving arms to charm the Little 
Fly now drawn to the bowl 

Come! Come! Come! Come! Come! 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD (with the breaking of 

the dawn) 
I am the Jaybird, the courier old. 
Who for an ear of corn, bartered his soul! 

ZACHEUS (still charming the fly) 
Come! Come! Come! Come! Come! 

VOICE OF JAYBIRD 

And this is Friday mom, — weary the day! 
Deep down to hell I go, my debt to pay! 

ZACHEUS 

Come! Come! Come! Come! Come! 

[Little Fly, gorged with Zacheus' 
charmed potion, drops dead beside 
the bowl 
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ZACHEUS (raising both arms and swaying his 

body rhythmically) 
It is done! It is done! It is done! 

ZACHEUS and VOICE OF JAYBIRD (tri- 
umphantly. Duo) 
Joy! that the Prince of Hell, though great and 

strong, 
Pricks where the limit lies, feeleth the thong! 

Shut not thine ears so fast, master of ^-^^ 

' mine, 

For there are other wills stronger than ^^^^ 

Eyes that are watching thee, while the world 

sleeps ; 
Woe that is waiting thee, while wormwood 

steeps. 
By this thou knowest not, — honor the word ! — 
As this the servant failed, so fail his lord ! 

CURTAIN 
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ACT FOURTH ; SCENE FIRST 

[A week later. Time: night. Place, in grove. 
Summer-house, rustic bridge and seats. Eki- 
ter Charles, pale and haggard, from right. 
Throws himself wearily on seat. Devil is 
seen slipping in from rear, and concealed from 
him, stands watching Charles 

CHARLES (solo) 
There is no peace in all this restless earth. 
In all this glittering sham, no joy I find; 
No sleep, — an easy conscience' newer birth, — 
No rest, the ravelled sleeve of care to bind. 

Ah, fool! poor fool! to break my silly heart 
Upon the quavering of a woman's whim; 
Who givest all her promises to me. 
But keeps her smiles and downcast eyes for 
him. 

Ah! what betides? The hand of fate has 

turned. 
My rival seems to win, — a ghostly wraith 
Mocks with her rune where love and joy have 

burned, — 

And woe is me that I have broken faith! 
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DEVIL (suddenly appearing before Charles^ 

mocking) 
Ah! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
And thou hast broken faith! 

CHARLES 
How dare you! Why come you here so soon? 

DEVIL 
It is time! It is time! It is time! 

CHARLES 
I tell thee it is not! Begone, I do not fear 
thee! 

DEVIL (bowing with affected blandness) 
Thy servant! a gentleman whose precious time 
is thine! 

CHARLES 

Return to thine own haunts! The period that 

thou gavest 
Was twelve times what this is! 

DEVIL 
But not the service of my messenger! 

CHARLES 

'Twas thus you swore! 
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DEVIL 
Nay, swore I not! I do sore need him all the 
time ! 

CHARLES (sneering) 
Thou needst a fly ! a little trifling fly ! And yet 
thou boasts of power — and thy Little Fly ! 

DEVIL 
I need him every week and day and hour; 
All hell is sick with crying for that dow'r! 
That span of time is yours, — let that go by ! 
But give to me my token ! — call the fly ! 

CHARLES (affecting to laugh) 
What takest thou me for, that I can fetch 
One fly from out these thousands? — which shall 

fall? 
Perhaps e*en now thy foolish fly doth retch 
O'er some sweet sop and will not heed my call! 

DEVIL 

Thou tauntest me — thy master? — 
On my life, thou shalt produce the fly or suffer 
for thy deed! 

CHARLES 

Go to, thou fellow! for thou art but mad! 

A thousand flies do sleep and stick upon these 

walls 

Until a good man seeks to slumber! 

Go! bide your time, and call you then! 
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DEVIL (bowing in mock courtesy) 
Aha, most noble sir! then will I call! 
Ere this, may no unseemly thing befall! 
(aside) 

Some unforeseen have tangled in my plan ; ^ ^ 
But you. Sir Charles, mistake the better man! 

CHARLES (impatiently) 
I wish you, sir, good day ! — no, 't is good-night ! 

DEVIL 

Now soft, good sir, for not as thick as flies 
Doth swarm such baubles as the box, my prize. 
A pawn of faith you held it, — sure no breeze 
Bears such upon its breath, nor laden trees 
Hang with such trophies, — 't is the rarest art, — 
Good sir, the box you wore upon your heart! 

CHARLES 
Alas! I know not where it bides — 
I would seek it with thee! 

DEVIL 

Thy tale is false! thou knowest it full well! 
All things that spawn deceit rest not in hell! 

CHARLES (angrily) 
A gentleman it is who speaks! — 
The box cannot be found! n 

aoo 



Demetria 



DEVIL (hissing in his ear) 



By all the broken faiths that in thee move, 
What gavest thou Demetria with thy love? 

CHARLES (with hand on his sword) 
Call not the lady's name upon thy blistered 

tongue ! 
Thou triflest! 

DEVIL (sneering) 

Put up! thy heat and wrath are both undue! 
(touching his sword) 

This spills the soul, but not thy ruddy hue! 

CHARLES 
Mine honor — 

DEVIL 
Thou hast not kept thine honor e'en with hell, — 
'Twixt love I Ve come, since first man's honor 
fell! 

CHARLES (angrily, struggling with his swcrd) 
Thou say est it? 

[Sound of approaching footsteps 

DEVIL 

Hush, fool! Be still! 

[Drags Charles behind a large tree 
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DEVIL (with hand still upon Charles' shoulder) 
Tame thou thy lion's yelp for dulcet tone; 
See, now, thy lady comes, nor comes alone! 
[Ekiter Bertrand and Demetria from 
left, in earnest conversation. Pass 
onto rustic bridge 

BERTRAND 

Demetria, 'tis the witching hour I 
Here let thy fond heart choose! 

DEMETRIA 

Nay, press me not! 

Despite thy smiles, my heart is full of tears! 

BERTRAND (passionately) 

Then would I chase them all away, 
Until the sun shall shine again! 

DEMETRIA (shrinking from him) 
Nay, nay, 'tis night! — 
No sun can shine before the dawn 
Until the darkest hours be gone! 

BERTRAND 
Then will I bid the moon 
To shine above her veil! 

DEMETRIA 

No moon can break the cloud 

Until the storm be past! 
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BERTRAND 
Then will I woo the storm 
Until both sun and moon shall shine! 
Demetria, say that thou dost love me! 

DEMETRIA 
Nay, Bertrand! Be my brother! Urge me not! 

BERTRAND 
Yea, I would urge thee till my heart's blood 

drop by drop, 
Cried out with loving! — 
Demetria, say that thou wilt love! 

DEMETRIA 
Alas! it comes not thus by saying! 

BERTRAND (solo) 
Night lies upon my soul; if I be night. 
Be thou the moon, and sweetly shine on me; 
Wert thou the earth, and I a crescent bright, 
I 'd shine on thee. Ah ! Love, I 'd shine on thee ! 

I am the darkest hour before the dawn; 

Be thou the sun to chase chill clouds away; 

Were I the golden orb, and thou the mom, 

I 'd light thy day. Ah! Love, I 'd light thy day! 
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Both day and night are mine, — I need no stars 
To glimmer while the precious moment flies. 
Nor golden sun, nor moon, with trembling bars. 
For I have found them all within thine eyes! 

Let sun and moon and stars all pass away. 
Forget me as the laggard Time goes by. 
Thou only tumest chaos into day, — 
Demetria, love me! love me, or I die! 

DEMETRIA 
Ask me not, Bertrand ! the boon that thou cravest 
Lieth not here, nor abideth with me; 
Take thee the pledge and the love that thou 

gavest. 
Mine be the pain, if I gave it to thee! 

Naught would I send thee of sadness or sorrow ! 
Look not upon me so darkling and grave; 
Flowers that droop may revive on the morrow, 
Love blooms again for the young and the brave. 

Go seek the maiden awaiting thy coming. 
Go find the love Heaven planned for thy fate! 
Sure as the rose knows the bee and his humming. 
So for thy love-song is waiting thy mate! 
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Friendship I give thee, — my faith without 
measure, ' 

Blessings I pray for thee, through all thy day! 

But speak not love, though I brook thy dis- 
pleasure. 

For all my heart I have given away! 

BERTRAND 

Demetria! then thou bidst me leave thee! 

DEMETRIA 
Yea, Bertrand! I must say farewell! 

BERTRAND 

Oh, bid me hope! all earth must die 
Without that seed within its heart! — 
Thou gavest me a promise! 

DEMETRIA (with bowed head) 
Bertrand, I did dissemble ! — I gave to him my 
love! 

BERTRAND (kneeling and passionately kissing 

her hand) 

Farewell, farewell, bright sun and moon and 

stars ! 

Then will I curse him with my latest breath, 

And cursing, make me glad! 
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DEMETRIA 
I fear thy rage! Be calm! Ah! Bertrand^ curse 
him not! 

[Charles, still concealed, struggles to 
lt>ose himself from the hand of the 
DevU 

BERTRAND (grasping Demetria by both wrists) 
Love turned to hate is acid in the teeth! 
I dare not live and see thee in his arms! 
I curse ye! curse ye both! 

[Turns from her passionately and 
goes off stage. Demetria clasps 
both hands before her eyes in con- 
fused anguish, hesitates, then sways 
and falls 

CHARLES 
She is dead! I fear not hell nor thee! But let 
me go! 

[Struggles 
DEVIL 
I am thy master! Calm thyself! 

CHARLES (looking at Demetria) 
My love ! Ah ! rapturous thought ! 
My love! mine, — e'en in death! 

DEVIL 

Thou liest, slave! the maid is mine! 

Thy forfeit was thy love! 
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CHARLES (in agony of spirit) 
Thou sayest truth! — I bow before the rod! 
And I must leave my love unto her God! 

DEVIL 

Nay, she is mine! thy crawling, tricking art 
Hast me undone, hast given me a heart! 

CHARLEIS (gazing at the prostrate Demetria and 

again struggling to free himself) 
Ah, love! so pure, so free from earthly strife! 
Ah, heart! in death I love thee more than life! 

» 

DEVIL (writhing) 
Thou spawn of heated blood ! thy soul shalt rue ! 
I am undone! for I do love her too! 

CHARLEIS (starting as from a dream) 
Thou sayest it? 

DEVIL (still holding Charles, draws nearer to 

Demetria) 
Demetria, I love thee ! Ah ! thy charms 
A heaven would make in midst of hell's alarms ! 

CHAR£>ES (with fixed and starting eyes, rattling 

his sword in the scabbard) 

Thou sayest it again, accursed thing? 
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DEVIL 
I say it, son of flesh and blood and heart, — 
Thou owest all unto thy tricking art! 

CHARLES (with drawn sword) 
Then shalt thou draw with me, whate'er the 

cost! 
Oh, love ! it was for thee, the soul I Ve lost ! 

DEVIL 

Thou duelest with hell, — come, have your fill! 

The Devil has no blood that thou canst spill! 

[Over Demetria's still unconscious 

form they fight. Charles' blade 

thrusts the Devil through and 

through, but only as one may 

thrust a shadow. At last Charles 

sways and almost sinks, exhausted, 

though bloodless, for the wounds 

are of the soul. When, regaining 

his balance, almost by superhuman 

effort, he makes a double cut on 

the breast of his antagonist, and, 

reversing his sword, holds up the 

cross upon its handle. Before 

the sign and . visible symbol the 

Devil cowers, while Charles, still 

holding up the cross, pursues; the 

Devil, still cowering, backs toward 

right wing 
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[Charles turns and approaches Deme- 
tria, when Devil is seen returning. 
Kneeling, Charles holds up the cross 
until the Devil vanishes through 
left wing 

CHARLES 
Ah, Heaven! She lives! She lives! 
Demetria ! Demetria ! Demetria ! 

(solo) 

Wake, blessed one! for victory 'tis that calls. 
And on thy breast the mystic symbol lies; 
Before its light dark evil, grovelling, falls, — 
Be not afraid! look, love, into mine eyes! 

Guide thou me, love, into that perfect day. 
Lead thou me, love, and bless my path alway. 
Let not my feet forget thy spirit's sway, — 
Light of my life! 

Speak, peerless one ! the triumph has been mine. 
Let me not wait to wear the victor's prize. 
My soul, impatient, crieth out for thine. 
Wake ! let thy psalm of chastened gladness rise ! 

Come! ere the new day waketh bright and fair, 

Come! let us seek the holy altar's stair, — 

Peace, life, and joy are waiting for us there, — 

Love, hand in hand! 
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DEMEH'RIA (slowly rousing in Charles' arms) 
Break, holy dawn, and chase the night away! 
Come, golden beams, and tell me that 't is day ! 
Dispel this darkening sleep of tears and pain, — 
Come, touch mine eyelids, lest I dream again! 

Bloom, guiltless flowers, where his feet shall 

tread. 
Go, tell him that I waken from the dead! 
My spirit walked beside his troubled soul. 
And prayed with his, ere he could touch the 
goal. 

[Looks into Charles' face, recognizes, 
and embraces him 

Ah, heart ! 't is not for time I would be thine, — 
Earth fades before the vision that is mine; 
For I have known thy great soul's deep desire, — 
Have seen thee scourged and purified by fire. 

Hail, spotless love, with truth upon thy wing, 
Come, holy triumph! heavenly angels sing, 
God's finger moves the curtain of the day, — 
Behold the dawn ! — peace smiles upon our way ! 

CHARLES and DEMETRIA (duo) 

Hear us, Oh ! Father, and tenderly lead us. 
Through day or darkness, but on to the goal! 
Children we are, — Thou wilt hear us and heed 

us, — 
Tears hide the veil 'twixt the earth and the soul ! 

210 



Demetria 



But not a sparrow has fallen without Thee, 
Not e'en a swallow has builded her nest; 
Wrens of Thy bounty, we never can doubt Thee, 
Give us to know and to do what is best! 

Hear us, Oh ! Father ! we ask for Thy blessing. 
Largess of mercy. Thy sheltering care! 
Crown us with gladness. Thy favor expressing. 
Low at Thy footstool, earth seemeth so fair! 
[Charles and Demetria kneel in the 
rays of encircling light. A group 
of Guardian Angels appear dimly 
in background, growing clearer as 
music progresses 

GUARDIAN ANGELS (chorus) 
Hear us, Oh ! Father ! the spirits that guide them. 
We who are passing from death unto life! 
Shrive them and shield them, nor let sin betide 

them. 
Keep thou their feet from the pathway of strife ! 

Lo! from the darkness Thy praises are ringing. 
Born of the beauty Thy love gave to birth; 
By gates of jasper redeemed souls are singing 
Paeans of rapture, unheard by the earth! 
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Hear us. Oh ! Father ! Jehovah ! all glorious ! 
Hill pipes to hill in Thy Majesty bom! 
Lord, God Almighty! forever victorious! 
Lord of the Night and the God of the Dawn! 



END OP LAST ACT 
CURTAIN 
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THE JAYBIRD'S FRIDAY 

(There is a superstition among the old negroes of the 
South that the jaybirds are pledged to carry wood to his 
Satanic Majesty every Friday, and that they never fail to 
fulfil the obligation) 

DE sun he look out frough de wood. 
All on Friday mornin', 
Den he kiver up he face wid er big gray hood, 
All on Friday mornin'; 

De lark she riz up f om de dew. 

All on Friday momin', 

But de jaybird he got work ter do» 

All on Friday momin'. 

Don' you hear dat blue jay call, 

Don' you hear de dead sticks fall? — 

He totin' down firewood fur we all, 

All on Friday momin'. 

De sap-sucker work wid he ax an' pick. 

All on Friday mornin'. 

But oh ! dat jaybird make me sick. 

All on Friday mornin'; 

De mawkin'-bird don' sing so sweet. 

All on Friday mornin', 
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An* dey hain't no shu£Be in dese ole feet» 

All on Friday momin'. 

Don' you hear dat blue jay call, 

Don' you hear de dead sticks fall? — 

He totin' down firewood fur we all. 

All on Friday momin*. 

De pattridge call, but I hain't gwine come. 

All on Friday momin'. 

An' de bullfrog know he kin beat he drum. 

All on Friday momin'. 

Oh ! de jaybird he play all de week, 

Twel come Friday momin'. 

Den he work lack er worfless, lazy sneak. 

All on Friday momin'. 

Don' you hear dat blue jay call, 

Don' you hear de dead sticks fall? — 

He totin' down firewood fur we all. 

All on Friday momin'. 

He kerhootin' wid de debU es shore 's you bom. 

All on Friday momin', 

Fur he selled hisse'f fur er year er com 

On er Friday momin'; 

He work lack he s'archin' fur er bag er gole. 

All on Friday momin', 

But he totin' down wood ter de debU's hole, 

All on Friday momin'. 
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Don' you hear dat blue jay call, 
Don' you hear de dead sticks fall? — 
He totin' down firewood fur we all. 
All on Friday mornin'. 

Um! dat fire gwine be mighty hot. 

Come some Friday mornin'. 

And de debil put de sinners in one big pot, 

Come some Friday momin*. 

Den he laugh w'en she full, an' den he gwine 

grin. 
All on Friday momin'. 
Fur he gwine jes drap dat blue jay in. 
All on Friday mornin*. 

Don' you hear dat blue jay call, 
Don' you hear de dead sticks fall? — 
He totin' down firewood fur we all, ( 
All on Friday momin'. 

Don' you hear dat jaybird? — Dar! 

Dis am Friday mornin'. 

Oh! hit jes kinder creep up frough de ha'r. 

All on Friday mornin'. 

W'en he hear dat blue jay call, 

W'en he hear de dead sticks fall. 

Hit make de nigger solemn, hit make 'im mighty 

small. 

Ever' Friday mornin'. 
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THE NEGRO IN THE OVERFLOW 

DE warters keeps er-risin' an' er-risin' on de 
bank, 
De lebies keeps er breakin' an' de plows am en 

de wet, 
De niggers all vamousin' ter de dry Ian' ever'- 

whar*. 
But dis nigger hain't er gwine ter leab de ole 
plantation yet. 

De young uns all kin make new homes an' prosper 

anywhar'y 
An' 'buse de Ian' dat homed 'em w'en dey moves 

out fiun de State, 
But de years is w'arin' on me, an' dar's sumpen 

I cain't tote, 
iHid upon de ole plantation here, an' here I gwine 

ter wait. 

All night I hears de paddles an' er sumpen en de 

a'r, - 
Hit mout be dem er screekin', an' hit mout be 

hearts dat cry. 
Hearts dat's leabin' sumpen we cain't leab, ole 

Tiger, him an' me; 
But hit 's lonesome on de housetop wid de barges 

floatin' by. 
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Ole Tige he scrope de roof an* dream he diggin' 

en de dirt, 
All night I dribes ole Jinny an' I plows hard 

en my sleep, 
Ole Dominick he crow an* stretch 'is ragged, tired 

wing. 
But dar's nufHn yere but warter, an' hit gittin' 

mighty deep. 

Nary mawkin'-bird ter call me, nary bluebird, nary 

thrush. 
De crow he gwine er-sighin' fur de sproutin' com 

ter eat, 
An' dat peckerwood dat nailin' on dat naked, lone^ 

some limb. 
Hatter fly ercross de warter fur ter dry 'is drippin' 

feet. 

Er leetle screecher kim las' night an' holler fru 

de waste. 
Hit make me mighty scrumptious, an' I pray dat 

he mout fly. 
But he w'ar de darkness inter light, de light inter 

de day — 
Dar 's someun gwine er-weepin' an' dar 's someun 

gwine ter die. 

I hain't got long ter tarry, an' I hain't got fur ter go, 

I feels I better stay yere wid de ole home en de 

wet; 
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All I got ter hor me ter de yeth am bwied en 
de flow, 

Dis nigger hain't er gwine ter leab de ole plan- 
tation yet. 

Some day de warters fall'n leab ole Jasper high 

an' dry» 
Some day he fin' de leetle grabes whar all his 

treasures lie; 
But now he wait wid Tiger, on de roof» widout 

er sigh. 
As he lis'en ter de splashin' er de barges floatin' by. 



PICKANINNY LULLABY 



D 



OWN on de cabin flo', 
Scramblin' lack er 'gater. 
Little bit er pickaninny, 
Eatin' swee' pertater. 



Sho, sho, don' you cry, 
Mammy come an' git you. 
She's er comin' by and by, 
Nuffin gwine ter hu't you. 

In'in' up de whi' folks close, 

Fas' es she kin harry. 

Mammy little cole black rose. 

Mammy huckleberry. 
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Sho, sho, don* you cry, 
Mammy come an' git you, 
She's ercomin' by an' by, 
Nuffin gwine ter hu't you. 

Tie de big toe wid er string, 
Ter er chunk er bacon, — 
Dar now, little bit er thing. 
You cain't choke I reckon. 

Sho, sho, don' you cry. 
Mammy come an' git you. 
She's ercomin' by an' by, — 
Nuffin gwine ter hu't you. 

'Possum gravy by an' by, 
Combread crumbled in hit, 
Peter — Bamybias — Paul, 
Shet yo' mouf dis minit. 

Sho, sho, don' you cry. 
Mammy come an' git you. 
She's er comin' by an' by, 
Nuffin gwine ter hu't you. 

Settin' on de cabin flo', 
Scramblin' lack er 'gater. 
Little bit er pickaninny, 
Eatin' STvee' pertater. 
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I KILT ER CAT 

1*%AR'S er achin' an* er shakin* ermongst dese 
^^ ole bones. 

An* I cries en de night wid de 'miseratin' moans» 
An' I hears sumpen mawkin* wid er solemn sorter 

groans — 
I kilt er cat! 

I feels an' I knows dat dar 's sumpen ain' right, 
'Ca'se er black streck's erpearin' en de broad 

daylight. 
An' de debil he rid on my chist all night — 
I kilt er cat! 

Dar 's sumpen gwine ter happen, an' happin putty 

soon. 
Fur de birds sings at night an' dey sings out er 

chune, 
An' I done hit all, des fur er pickayune*- 
I kilt er cat! 

De dorgs dey howls wid er cu'is sorter bark, 
An' I hears er holler screechin' w'en I looks out 

en de dark, 
An' I sees de eyes er-shinin' lack er blazin' light- 

'ood spark — 
I kilt er cat! 
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I wan'ers res'liss lack all erbout fru de wood, 
Wid de rabbit fut fur company, but hit cain't do 

any good. 
An' dese ole feets cain't be quiet, an' dey would n' 

ef dey could — 
I kilt er cat! 

De squeeril an' de pattridge, bofe, dey laughs at 

my gun. 
An' I'se feared er de shadder an' I'se feared er de 

sun, 
Dar's sumpen gwine ter happin fur de deed dat 

I has done — 
I kilt er cat! 

I drowns 'im en de warter, but he sneakted out 

ergin. 
Den I feels dat I 'mittin' er mos' awful kind er 

sin, 
Fur I hangs 'im 'dout er chance an' I cain't furgit 

'is grin — 
I kilt er cat ! 

Hab mercy on dis nigger, Oh ! I cain't git shet er 

dat. 
Fur I sees de porten's pintin' des es sho's I see 

dis hat, 
I'se hoodooed wid de sperrit uv ole Jonas's black 

cat — 
Furimdai ail 
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THE ILL-OMENED CROW 

SINISTER CORNIX 

T^E jay he bow ter de bluebird, 
^-^ An* de buzzard he say ter de crow, 
''I gwine down en de holler, 
You gwine pick down de row/' 

De jay am de feddered Eshaw, — 
Selled his birfright fur stunpen ter eat; 
But de plum-bom t*ief er de comfier 
Am de 'Nias wid de ole crow feet. 

So he fill up he craw twel hit h*ut him, 
An' he still lookin' roun' fur some mo'. 
Den he plume hisse'f en de tree-top, 
'Case he got mighty fur way ter go; 

Fur de craw hit swell, keep er-swellin', 
Twel hit 'pear lack hit fitten ter bus' — 
Hain't no rock en de road do dat grindin', 
An' dat crow he des' light out an' dus'. 

De debil he stan' en er cabin, 

Wid his hat pull ober one eye. 

An' he call, '* Misser Crow, how you make it? " 

An' de crow he cry, " Gwine die ! " 
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An* de craw keep er-swellin' an' er-swellin/ 
Fur de com he steal won't hide; 
An' de debil he grin twel hit busted, 
An' de crow he laid down an' died. 

Den de debil he gadder up de inside, 
An' plant dat corn en er row, 
An' he chuckle an' he laugh en he in'ards, 
Fur he layin' fur emudder fool crow. 

Den er crow come an' set on er fence-rail. 
An' turn up he eye ter de sun. 
Den couter erroim' 'mongst de green blades, 
Des' lack de odder one done. 

Den he fill up he craw lack de odder one. 
An' de debil pull he hat in he eye. 
An' holler, ''Misser Crow, how you make it?" 
An' de crow he cry, "Gwine die! 
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Den de debil he laugh an' he holler. 
As de crow he shake lack er leaf, 
**1 has got de onliest pebbles 
Dat '11 grine up de com uv er t'ief!" 

So dey bargains wid de def er-callin'. 
An' dey bargains wid de def 'longside. 
An' der crow he go ter de debil's, 
Whar de pebbles am hot an' dried; 
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An' he sarve de debil by night-time. 
An' he sarve de debil by day, 
Twel de blood er de yeth dry en him, 
Twel de fedders done drappin' erway. 

Den de crow gwine pinin' an' honin', 
Den de crow he gwine fur ter tire, 
An' he flewed an' he flewed en de night-time. 
An' he flewed frough de debil's own fire. 

Fur debil make er fire outen light'ood, 
Wid de pot er de hot pitch nigh. 
An' de blaze hit clomb ter de house-top. 
An' de heat hit clomb ter de sky. 

But he flewed an' he flewed, dough hit scotch 

him. 
An' de fedders dey sizzle an' fry; 
Den de debil let loose er de waters. 
An' de flood er de weepin' rin high, (i) 

Hit 'pear lack de waters gwine drown him, 
An' de debil he gain on him fas'. 
An' he retch, but de crow keep er-duckin' 
An' er-sheddin' twel he kim out at las'. 

(i) According to the superstition, there is no water in the abode of the 

Evil One except a stream from the tears of the lost, which is salty and 

bitter. The victims are alternately scorched and drenched in the paters of 

tears, for they never dry up. 
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An* he flewed an* he flewed, dough he 's drippin'. 
An* he flewed an' he flewed, dough he's wet. 
Den hit 'pear lack de ole wings er-floppin'. 
Den "hit 'pear lack de debil git him yet; 

Fur de debil cotch holt er de fedders, 
But de skeered crow he skim fur de Ian'; 
De debil he make fur de crow's ole nake. 
But de crow lef his tail en his han'. 

An' he flewed an' he flewed, des er-shiv'rin', 
An' er-shakin' wid de debil on his track; 
But he winned en de race, an' dat make him cute, 
But de fire make his fedders black. 

BY DE MASSYSIPPI SHO' 

(Air : " Lily of the Valley ") 

UM! de col' win' am blowin', de ole woman 
pickin' geese. 
An' de flakes lack de fedders fills de air. 
An' dese po' ole bones am shakin' wid de agy an' 

rumatiz. 
An' dis po' ole heart am heaby, full er care; 
But down en de bottom de flowers am en bloom. 
An' de mawnin'-glory laughs roun* de do'. 
An' de gode-vine am er-smilin* her promise ter de 

well, 

Roun' de cabin by de Massysippi sho'. 
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REFRAIN 

Den oh I I'se er-cominM I kin hear de worter 

flow — 
I'se er-comin' do' I'se ole an' lame an' po'» 
Fur dere 's nuffin' lack de joy, lack de sorrow, dat 

I knewy 
E^ de cabin by de Massysippi sho'I 

I'se comin' frough de shadder, an' comin' frough 

de sun, 
I'se comin' hcnne tef lay me down ter res', 
Whar de peckerwood kin call me ebry mawnin' 

fum de breshy 
An' de mawkin'-bird kin sing what I lubs bes'; 
Fur down en de bottom de wortermillion waits. 
An' I sees de ole ash-hopper by de do'. 
An' ole Rube he come ter meet me, an' say 

" howdy " wid 'e tail 
Fum de cabin by de Massysippi sho'. 

REFRAIN 

Den, oh I I'se er-comin', etc. 

An' when Gabul come ter call me, let 'im toot de 

trumpet loud. 
So dat dis po' deef ole nigger's year kin hear; 
Fur hell sholy fin' me waitin' nigh de grabes 

ob dem I lubed, 

228 



The Survival of the Fittest 

Er-settin* an' er-waitin' fur 'em dere; 

Whar de gode-vine am bloomin\ an' de mawnin'- 

glory laughs 
At de sunlight dat lays along de flo\ 
He '11 fin' me ready waitin' in my ole cheer, happy, 

kase 
I '11 be waitin' en de cabin by de sho'. 

REFRAIN 

Den, oh I I'se er-comin', etc. 



THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 

DE grasshopper set on er mighty tall stalk, 
Wipin' his mouf on er red hoUyhawk; 
Firni de vine on de railin' de debil-hoss call, 
** Oh ! what you is good fur, I cain't see ertall ! " 
Oh! what am de use er sech er quare creeter, 
De fly an' de gnat an' de ole lean muskeeter? 
Oh! de worl' hit am big an' de a'r hit am tall, — 
Dar gwine ter be room emough, — Gord make 
'em all. 

De sparrer he " chee, chee," yearly an' late, 
Er buil'in' de nes' an' er feedin' de mate. 
An' he holler ter de w'um des er cuttin* de tree, 
" Oh ! what you is good fur, I cain't ebber see ! " 
Oh! what am de use, etc. 
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De tucky he gobble an' say ter de hen, 
" I cain't see de use er de t'ing dey calls men." 
An' de man he set en he cheer an' sing, 
''Oh! de whole worl' am mine, an' I am de 

king ! " 
Oh ! what am de use, etc. 

But de man he gobble dat ole tucky sho'. 
An* de cat she waitin' en dar by de do' 
Gwine cotch dat sparrer what say " chee, chee," 
When he eat de wum dat cuttin' de tree. 
Oh! what am de use, etc. 

Yaller gal come erlong wid er jeck an' er toss, 
Gwine lay dat brume on de ole debil-hoss; 
De cole winter come w'en de flakes gwine ter 

fly, 

An' de leetle bit er ants hab er grasshopper pie. 
Oh! what am de use, etc. - 

Now all dat am lef am de cat an' de man, — 
De cat, ef she brack, fimi de debil's own han', — 
But er bootjack gwine ter cotch 'er sho' yearly 

some mom. 
An' er flea gwine ter bite de man, sho's you 

born. 
Oh ! what am de use, etc. 
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THE AUTOMOBILE DRAY 

SHE'S er waitin' in de comder, 
Lookin' at de things dat pass, 
'Case dey's opined wide de stable, 
An' dey's tu'ned her out to grass, 

Wid de harness scats all healin', 
Wid de lame foot soun' an' well; 
But dar's er sorrer at her heart 
Ole Jinny nebber telL 

Dough she hain't er proud bred creeter, 
Dough she's des er ole muel mar', 
De mizry tuggin' in her chist 
Is mo'n she kin b'ar; 

'Case she feel de life erbout her. 
An' she hear de bells dat ring. 
An' see de drays an' kyarts dat go 
'Dout any livin' thing. 

An' she wait dar in de comder, 
Wid de peart worl* passin' by; 
She'd drap er tear fur sorrer 
Ef er Jinny muel could cry. 

Men done git too smart fur Jinny, 

Er de Jinny git too slow; 

An' dey git some debil notion 

Fur ter mek de wagins go. 
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Wid er heny an* er skerry, 
Hatter sen' gray ha'rs ter school; 
Des er leabin' in de dirt road, 
Des er nigger an' er muel. 

Dey done gone an' leP you, Jinny; 
Grone an' leP you, sho' 'nough now. 
An' hit hain't no easin' ter you 
Fur ter hitch you ter er plow; 

'Case dey shove an' keep er shovin',— 
Hain't er gwine ter leabe dat long,— 
An' de ole fiel' gwine ter nuss you, 
Wid de nigger an' de song. 



" HOWDY " 

DE grasshopper wipe his mouf en de road. 
An' unner his umberel met wid de toad; 
Hit back was so hot dat de toad had er fit. 
An' de grasshopper 'lowed dat he des couldn't 

spit; 
Said, " Howdy, howdy, howdy," 
An' dey bofe said, "Howdy do!" 

Says de toad ter de hopper, "Hit's mighty hot 

wedder. 

An' bein' hit's you, we mought walk tergedderl 
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''Howdy'' 

An' de hopper he 'lowed, " Hit 's er mighty hot 

spell!" 
An' he hopped on unner de toad's umberel; 
Said, "Howdy, howdy, howdy,' 
An' dey bote said, "Howdy do! 
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Bimeby de toad he squinch up he eye, 
An' he 'gin ter talk big an' ter argufy; 
An' des es de rain was berginnin' ter fall, 
He swallered de hoppergrass, legs an' all; 
Said, " Howdy, howdy, howdy,' 
An' dey bofe said, " Howdy do ! 
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But des as he turn en de road ter de spring, 
Er feelin' mighty dry, 'case he done er mean thing, 
EJr duck she say, " What er little bit er toad ! — 
Run here, my son, an' fill up my gode!" 
Said, " Howdy, howdy, howdy," 
An' dey bofe said, " Howdy do ! " 

De duck she look fru her specs ergin, — 

She were ole an' tough an' were deep in sin, — 

An' she retch fur de gode lack she faint an' fall, — 

An' dar wan't no little toad dar ertall! 

Said, "Howdy, howdy, howdy,' 

An' dey bofe said, " Howdy do! 
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But 'struction is waitin' es sho 's she 's bom. 
Fur er boy 's got er f eeshin' hook unner dat com, 
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An' he tow dat duck wid his ole feeshin' line. 
An' hit lead ter de roas'in'-pan, hot an' fine, — 
Said, "Howdy, howdy, howdy," 
An' dey bofe said, "Howdy do!" 

ENVOY 

TTIT'S er mighty easy thing fur ter claim 

* ^ what 's youm. 

But de worryment wid man is ter let mine erlone. 

Hit got Ebe in trouble an' hit mek Adam fall, 

An' hit f otch mos' de cusses er de yeth on us all ; 

Said, " Howdy, howdy, howdy,' 

An' we all said, " Howdy do ! 
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DEY'S ALL GOT SUMPEN 

DE pitifullest truf dar is fur folks ter steddy 
out, 
Is when er critter's hones', dar's sumpen else 

erbout ; 
Hit started wid de fust man dat de good Lord 

ebber made, 
Erfore he w'ar er fig-leaf, er ebber was erfraid. 

He tole hit 'bout de apple, — 'Nias tole hit 'bout 

de Ian', 

An' so on, down ter you an' me, de fac' is *boun' 

ter Stan', — 
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When folks brags so mighty on deyse'fs, des sarch 

dem sanctified^ 
Case dey 's all got sumpen dat dey wanter hide. 

De cap hit fit de white man and hit fit de nigger 

too; 
Des here dey rights is ekil» — I'se tellin' what is 

true; 
Fur de Jedge dat do de 'cidin' know de business 

dat is his, 
An' he gwine ter size, not what you got, but size 

up what you is. 

De big man in he kerridge lookin' mighty brave 

an' gran'y 
Des lack he own de hull yeth an' de fulness er 

de Ian'; 
But he mighty po' dar somers, 'spite er fine close, 

'spite er pride, 
'Case dey 's all got sumpen dat dey wanter hide. 

Dey bow down ter de 'zorter an' he smile an' look 

erroun'. 
Lack he des too good fur nuffin but ter preach 

an' 'zort an' 'spoun', 
But dar's sumpen on his cornscience too, er 

chicken errer horg. 

An' he got ter come ter jedgment, umble es er 

yaller dorg. 
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De 'omenses dey come in too, — dey got ter b'ar 

dcy party — 
Long tongues is 'cute, an' empty haids is lack er 

rattlin' cart; 
An' S'phiry she were nughty clost ter 'Nias when 

he lied, — 
Fur dey's all got sumpen dat dey wanter hide. 

I hain't er hittin' folks dat 's got er little bit er sin, 
Dey kin tie up in er handkercher, an' easy keep 

hit in; 
But dem dat try ter tote erroun' er great big las' 

year's shoat, 
An' do lack dey hain't got hit dar, — hit mek me 

t'ar my coat! 
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